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THE 

Firft an d fecond Part of 

the troublefome Raigne of 

Iohm King of England. 

jfith the difcouerie of. King Richard Cor- 

delions Bale fonne (vulgarly named, the Baftard 
Z auconbridge : ) Alio the death of King 
John atSwinftead Abbey. 

As they Tv eve f juudvy tiwes^)ldte ly deled. 
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The troublefome Raigne of 

Kmg Io H N. 



Enter K. lohn, Quecne Elinor kismother, William Mar- 
flail Earle 4 /Pembroeke, the Earles of Eflex, and of 
Salisburie. 

Queent Elinor . 

B Arons of England^ my noble Lords ; 

Though God and Fortune hath bereft from vs 
Vi&orious Richard fcourge of Infidels, 

And clad this Land in ftole of difmall hew : 

Yet giue me lcaue to ioy.and ioy you all. 

That from this wombe hath fprung a fecond hope, 

• A King that may in rule and vertue both 

Succeede his brother in his Emperie. 

K. Ioh. My gracious mother Queensland Barons alls 
Though farre vnworthy of fo high a place, 

As is the Throne of mighty England; King 
Yet lohn your Lord .contented vncontcnt, 

Will (as he may) Maine the heauy y oke 
Of prelfmg cares, that hang vpon a Crowne. 

My Lord of Pembroeke and Lord Salisbury , 

Admit the Lord Chattillion to our prefence j 
Th3t we may know what Thilip King of France 
(By his Ambafiadors) requires of vs. 

(X^Elinor, Dare lay my hand that Elinor can geffe 
Whereto this weighty Embaflade doth tend x 
IF of my nephew Arthur and hisclaime, 

Then fay, my Sonne, I haue not mill'd my a ime. 

Enter Chattillion and die two Earles, 

A 2 . ■ lohn 
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c The troublefome Ttyigne 

John. My Lord Cbattiho»,wc Icome into England : 
How f ares our brother Philip King of France ? 

Chat. His Highneffe at my comm ing was in health ' 
And will’d me to falute your Maieftie, 

And fay the meflage he hath giuen in charge. 

John. And fpare not man, we are prepai deto heare. 

Chat. Thilip,by the grace of God moft Chriftian King 
of France, hauing taken into his guardain & proR&ion 4 r 
thur D. of Brittain e fonne and heire to Jeffery thine elder 
brother, requireth'inthebehalfeofthefai ie : Arthur , the 
Kingdome of England, with the Lordfhip oilreland^Poitirt ' 
Amow JTorawc^Alaint: and I attend thine anfwer. 

Iohn. A fmall requeft : belike he makes account. 

That England, Ire land. Potters, Amove, roraine t Maine fi 
Are nothing fora King to glue at once : 

I wonder what he meancs ro leaue for me. 

T ell Philips may keeps his Lords at home,' 

With greater honour than to fend them thus 
On Embaflades that not concerne himlelfe. 

Or if they did, would yteld but. fmall returne. 

Chat. 1 s this thine anfwer ? 

loh. It is, & too good an anfwer for (o proud a meflage, 

Chat.- Then King of England , in my Mailers name, 

And in Prince Arthur Duke oi'Br.ttaines name, 

I doe defietheeas an enemie,. 

And wifli thee to prepare for bloody warres. 

£EFLlianor. My Lordf that Hands vpon defiance thus) 
Commend me to my nephew, tell the boy, 

That I Qucene<f/(»i»r( his grandmother) 

Vpon my bit fling charge him leaue his Armcs, 

Whereto his head-ffrong mother prickes him fo ; . 

Her pride we know, and know her for a Dame 
That wiil not fticke to bring him to his end, , 

So (lie may bring her felfe to rule a realme. 

Next,wi£h«him toforfake the King of France. . 

And come tome and to his Vncle here, 

Arid he frail want for nothing at our hands. . 






50 









If 



of John* 

. Thus {hall I doe, and thus I take my leaue. 

naeVhtafaft.yto thefea, 
l * nn • Un n- . for is we are aduiide, 

VVe mew" to be in Traci as (bone « lie, 

T ° «<*-*• 

In m A w hi ' pert the Earle ofSalif. in the eare. 

£ ”?L?Pleafe it your Mmefty,here is the fhriue of North- 
.W*/Pka > h i f ons t | iat of late commit- 

Goe Salisbury and make prouifion, 

We meane with fpeed to paffe the Sea to France, 
sL shriuc, what are thefe men, what haue they done ? 

Or whereto tends the courfe of thrs appeale . 

° C hnue Pleafe it your Maiefty, thefe two brethren vnna- 
turallv falling at odds about their fathers liumghauebro- 

Len your Highneffe peace, infcckingtor ght their owne 
wrongs without courfe of Law,or order of Iuftrce,and \ n-- 
lawfully aftembled themfdues in mutinous maner , hauing 
committed a riot appealing from triall in their country to 
vo-ir Highness and here I Thomas Ntdtgate fhriue of Nor- 
thamptonihire doe deliuer them oner to theirtnall. 

John My Lord of will th offenders to Rand forth* 

and tell the caufe of their quarrell. 

Effex. Gentlemen, it is the Kings plea-ure that you diU 
cour your griefe, and doubt not but you (hall haue luftice. 

Phil Pleafe it your M. the wrong is mine : yet will I a- 
bide all wrongs, before I once open my mouth t’vm ip the 
fhamcfull {lander of my parents,the diflionor of my felfe, & 
the bad dealing of my brother in this Princely affembly. 

Rob. Then, by my Prince his leans, fhail foAnrfpeake, 
And tell yourMaiefty what right I haue 
T o offer wrong, as he accounteth wrong. 

My father (not vnknowne vntoyour Grace) 

Receiu’d his fpurres of Knighthood in the field* 

A 3 At> 





■ The troublefome T^aigne 

At kingly Richards hands in 'Paltfiine, 

When as the walls of Aeon gaue him way : 

His name Sir Robert Eattconbridge of iMountbert 
What by fucceflion from his Anceftors, J ° 

And warlike feruice vnder Englands Arm es. 

His liuing did amount to at his death 
Two thoufand markes reuenew euery y cares 
And this (my Lord) I challenge for my right 
As law full heire to Robert Fauconbridge. * 

'Phil. If firfl-bornc fonne be heire indubitate 
Bycertaine right of Englands auncient Law, 

Ho w flrould my felfe make any other doubt. 

But I am heire to Robert Fauconbridge l 
lob. Fond youth, to-rronble thefe our Princely eares 
O r make a queftfon in (o plaine a cafe : * 

Speakers this man thine elder brother borne ? 

1 u lc l fe iC 7 0urGrace with patienccforto heare 
I not deny but he mine elder is, e » 

Mine elder brother too : yet in fuch fort. 

As he can make no title to the land. 

lob. a doubtfull tale as euer I did heare. 

Thy brother,and thine elder, and no heire • 

Explaine his darke ^Enigma. 




™ lawruil 

My father in his life did count himfo 
And heere my mother ftands to proue him fo : 

But 1 (my Lord) can prooue,and doe auerre 
Both to my mothers ftiame, and his reproach 
He is no heire,nor yet legitimate. 

Then(gratious Lord) let FawoMre eniov 
The liuing that belongs to Fanconbridge. 

An .1 let not him pofTefleanothers right. 

Prooue this, the land is thine by Englands law®. 

T y n S ratl0U s youth, to rip thy mothers fliame 
The wombe from whence thoudidft thy being take, * 

* - All 



of Kfng Iobn. 

All honeft eares abhorre thy wickednefle, 

Sut -old I fee doth bcate downe Natures law;. 

Moth. My gratious Lord , and you thrice reuerend 
That fee the teares diftilling from mine eies, Dame 9 
And fcalding fighes blowne from a rented heart : 

For honour and regard of womanhood, 

Let me entreate to be commaunded hence. 

Let not thefe eares heere receiae the hiding found 
Of fuch a viper, who with poyfoned words 
Doth malferate the bowels of my foule. < 
job. Lady , (land vp, be patient for a while : 

And fellow/ay, whofe baftard is thy brother ? 

Phil. Not for my felfe, nor for my mother now $; 

But for the honour of fo braue a man. 

Whom he accufeth with adulterie : 

Here I befeech your Grace vpon my knees, 

To count him mad, and fo difmifle vs hence. 

Rob. Nor rmd,nor maz’d, but well aduifed,! 

Gharge thee before this royall prefence here 
To be a baftard to King Richards felfe, 

Sonne to your Grace,and brother to your Maieftie. 

Thus bluntly, and 

Ehan. Young-man, thou needft not be alhamed of thy x 
Nor of thy Sire. But forward with thy proofe. (kin,, 
Rob. The proofe fo plaine, the argument fo ftrong, N 
As that your Highnefle and thefe noble Lords, 

And all faue thofe that haue no eyes to lee) 

Shall fweare him to be baftard to the King. 

Pirft,when my Father was Embaflad^ur 
In Germanie vnto the Emperour, . 

The King lay often at my Fathers houfe ; 

And all the Realme fufpeded what befell t 
And at my Fathers backe returne agen 
My Mother was deliuered, as tis fed, 

Sixe weekes before the account my Father made. 

B nr more then this ; looke but on Philips face, 

His features, actions, and his lineaments* 

Andi 
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The troublefome % aigne 

And all this Princely prefence flial! confefle. 

He is no other but King 'Richards fonnc. 

Then gratious Lords, reft he King Richards fonne 
And let me reftlafe in my fathersright. 

That am his rightfull fonne and onely heire. 

M. Is this thy proofe,and all thou haft to fay ? 

Rob. I haue no more, nor neede I greater proofe. 
lob. Firft, where thou faidft in abfenceofthy Sire 
My brother often lodged inhishoufe 2 
And what of that ? bafe groome to flander him, 
i hat honoured his Embafladorlo much, 

In abfence of the man to cheere the wife ? 

This will not hold, proceed vnto the next. 

Qeiin. Thou faift flie teem'd fix weeks before her time 
Why good Sir Squire, are you fo cunning growen, * 
To make account of womens reckonings ? 

Spitin yoar hand,and toyour other proofes 2 
Many mifehances happen in fuch affaires. 

To make a woman come before her time. 

lob. And where thoufaift,he looketh like the King, 

In action, feature, and proportion 2 b 

Therein I hold with thee/or in my life 
J ncuer faw lo liuely counterfec 
Of Richard CordelionjUS in him. 

Robert. Then good I my Lord, be you indifferent ludge. 
And let me haue my liuing and my right. 

QJM*- Nay,heare you fir.you runneaway toofaft2 
Know you not, Qmne fimile non ejl idem ? 

Or haue read in Harkeyeegood Sir, 

T was thus I warranted no otherwife, 

. s!iee 1: *y Sir Robert your father, and thought vpon 
King Richard my fonne , and fo your brother was formed 
m this faftiion. , 

Robert. Madame, you wrong me thus to ieft it out, 

I crane my right : King John, 2.% thou art Kin?, 

^obe thou iuft^and let me haue my right. 

Ioh. Why (foolifii boy ) thy proofes are friuolous. 

Nor 






of Kfngfohn. 



Korcanft thou chalenge anything thereby. 

But thou fhaltfee how I will helpe thy claimc : 

This is my doome,and this my dooms fliall (land 

Irreuocable,as I am King of England . 

For thou know’ll: not,weele aske of them that know. 

His mother and himfelfe fliall end this ftrife 2 
And as they fay,fo fliall thy liuing pafle. 

Robert. My Lord,herein I challenge you of wrong. 

To giue away my right, and put the doome 
V nto themlelues. Can there be 1 i kelihood 
Thatflie willloofe? 

Or he will giue the liuing from himfelfe? 

It may not be my Lord. Why fliould it be ? 

John. Lords, keep him back,& lethim heare the doome. 
Sjfex, firft aske the Mother thrice who was his Sire ? 

Effex. Lady Margaret, ’widow of Eauconbridge , 

Who was Father to thy Sonne Philip ? 
cJifothcr. Pieafe it your Maiefty,Sir Rob: Eauconbridge. 
Rob. This is right, aske my fellow there if 1 be a thiefe. 
John. Aske Philip whofe fonne he is. 

Ejfcx. Philip , who was thy Father ? 

'Philip. Mas my Lord, and that’s a queftion : and you 
had not taken Ibme paines with her before , I fliould haue 
defired you to aske my Mother. 

John. Say, who was thy Father ? 

Philip. Faith (my Lord ) to anfwere you, fare he is my 
father that was necreft my mother when I was begotten, 
and him I thinketobe Sir Robert Emconbridgr . 

John. Effex , for fafliions lake demand again®. 

And fo an end to this contention. 

Robert. Was euer man thus wrong’d as Robert is ? 
Effex. Philip fpeake I fay, who was thy father ? 

John. Young man how now, what art thou in a trance? 
Ehanor. 'Philip awake,the man is in a dreame. 

Philip. Pbt/ippu! at amt *dtte Re gibus. 

Wh?t faift rhou Philip, (pi upg of auncient iCings ? 

J Qginferapittempejlas! 
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The troublefome c Rajgne 

What windc of honour blowes this fury forrh ? 

0 r whence preceedes thefe fumes of Maieftie t 
Methinkcs I heare a hollow Eccho found, 

1 hat Philip is the fonne vntoa King : 

The whittling Ieaues vpon the trembling trees, 
Whittle in confort I am Richards Tonne ; 

The bubling murmur of the waters fall. 

Records Pbihpptts Regius fifths : 

Birds in their flight make muficke with their wings , 
Filling the air.e with glory of my birth : 
Birds ) bubbks,leaues : ,and mountaines,Eccho } all 
Ring in mine eares,that I am 'Richards Tonne. 

Fond man ! ah whither art thou carried ? 

How are thy thoughts y wrapt in Honours Heauen? 
Forgetfull what thou art.and whence thou camft. 
Thy fathers lands cannot maintainethefe thoughts, 
Thefe thoughts are farre vnfitting Faiiconbridge : 

And well they may ; for why this mounting mindc 
Doth {bare too high to {loupe to Fauconbridge, 

Why how now ? knoweft thou where thou art ? 

And knoweft thou who experts thy anfwere here ? 
Wilt thou vpon a franticke madding vainc 
Goe loofe thy land, and (ay thy Telfe bafe borne ? 
No.keepc thy hnd,though Richard were thy Sire, 
What ere thou thinkft,fay thou art Fatsconbridge. . 
Ichn. Speake man,be fodaino.who thy father was, 
Phil. Plcafe it your Maiefiie.Sir Robert, 

‘Philip, that Fanconbrtdge cleaucs to thy ia wes i 
It will not out, I cannot for my life . 

Say I am fonne vnto a Fassconbridge. 

Let land and liuing goe,tis honours fire 

That makes, me-fweare King Richard was my Sire. . 

Bafe to a Kingaddes titles of more State, 

Than Knights begotten, though legitimate. . 

Pleafe it your Grace,I am King Richards Sonne. 

Robert ^Robert, rcuiue thy heart,let forrow die, 

His fakring tongue not fuffers him t© lie.. 

; T - v ' • 



mm 1 0 




40 









'of Kingfohn. 

i,. What Head-ftrong fury doth enehartCwy fonne ? 



owne ? 
icphew, 

Helpe hands, I haue no lahds,Honor is my defire ; 

Fet 7 ’bilip liue to fhew himfelfe worthy fo great a Sire. 

Eli. Phi ftp, I thinke thou knewftthy Grandamsminde; 
But cheere thee boy, I will not fee thee want 
As long as Elinor hath footeofland $ 

Henceforth thou (halt be taken for my fonne. 

And waite on me and on thy V ncle heere, 

Who {hall giue Honour to thy noble minde. 

. I oh. Philip kneeledowne, that thou maift throughly 
-How much thy refolution pleafeth vs, (know 

Rife vp Sir Richard Plant aginet King Richards Sonne, 

Phil. Grant Heauens that Philip once may fliew him- 
Worthy the honour of Pftwtaginet , ((clfe 

Or bafeft glory of a Baftards name. 

lob. Now Gentlemen, we will away to France, 

To checke the pride of Arthssr and his mates : 

Ejfex, thou {halt be Ruler oftny Realme, 

And toward the maine charges of my warres. 

He ceazethe lafie Abbey lubbers lands 
Into my hands to pay my men ofwarre. 

The Pope and Popelingsftiall not greafe themfelues 
With gold and groates,thatare the Souldiersdue. 

Thus forward Lords,let our command be done. 

And march we forward mightily to France. Exeunt. 
Manet Philip and his Mother. 

Philip. Madame, I befeech you deigne meefb much Iea- 
furc as the heariogdf a matterthat I long to impart to yon 
B a Mother 



Ioh Then Philip oianu. mvi uK.,«.ii_y 
By wiifulne{Te,thy liumgand thy land 
Robert, thOB art theheire of Fauoenbrtdge, 

God due thee ioy, greater than thy defert. _ 

O EH. Why how now Philip, giue away thine 




The troublejome %tjgne 

Mother. What’s the matter Philip l I thinke your f u j{ 
in fccret, tends to fome money matter, which you fuppofc 
burnes in the bottom of mycheft. 

Thil. No Madam ,it is no fuch fu it as to beg or borrow 
But fucli a fuit, as might fome other grant, 

1 would not now haue troubled you withal!. 

Mother. A Gods name let vs heare it. 

Phil. Then Madam thus,your Ladifhip fees well, . 

How that my fcandall growes by meanes of you, 

In that report hath rumord vp anddowne, 

I am a baftard,and no Fattconlridge. 

Tins grofle attaint fo tilteth in my thoughts, 

Maintaining combat to abridge mine eafe. 

That field and towne,and company alone, 

What fo I doe,or wherefoere I am, 

I cannot chafe the flander from my thoughts# 

If it be true,refolue me of my fire. 

For pardon Madam, if I thinke amifife. 

Be Thilip, Philip, and v\0 Fanconbridge, 

His father doubtleffe was as braue a man* 

To you on knees, as fome time Phaeton, 

Miftrufting filly Ulferop for his fire, 

Straining a litle baflifull modefty, 

]f beg fome inftance whence lam extraught. 

Moth. Yet more adoe to hall me to my gra«?, 

And wilt thoti too become a mothers erode ? 

Muft I accufe my felfe to clofe with you ? 

Slaunder my felfe, to quiet your efFe&s ? 

Thou moou’ftme Philip with this idle talkc. 

Which I remit, in hope this mood will die. 

Phil. Nay Lady mother, heare me further yet. 

For ftrong conceit driues dutie heilce awhile : J 
Your husband Fauconbridge was father to that fonne,] 
That carries markes of Nature like the fire. 

The fonne that blotteth you with wedlockes breach, d 
And holds my right^as lineall m defeent 
From hiuvwhofe forme was figured in his face. 

> Fun 



ofKjngfobn, 

M,nire fo difiemble in her frame,. 

Can %ie one fo like as like may be, 
Tomlk u^rherprint no character 
And !“ 5en«e anymarke of true defeent ? 

T °flSsmind isbafe.and too too dull, 

To mount where ThJip lodgeth his all c&s, 

K external! graces that you viewe, 
r?hou®h I report it) counterpoifonot mine : 

His confticucion plains debmitie, 

nLires the chare, and mine the feat of ffccle.- 

Isjay vfiati* he, or what am I to him . 

When any one that knoweth how to carpe, 
willfcarcely Judge vs both onecountrey borne. 

This Madam, this, hath droue me from my felfe : 

And hereby heauenserernall lampes I fweare. 

As curfed Nero with his mother did, 

So I with you, if you refolue me not. 

Moth. Let mothers teares quench out thy angers fire. 
And vree no further whatthou doeft require. 

' phu Let fonnes intreaty fway the mother now. 

Or elfe fliee dies : lie not infringe my row. . 

Moth. Vnhappy taske : mnft I recount my flume. 

Blab my mifdeeds, or by concealing die ? 

Some power ftrike mc fpcechleffe for a time, 

Ortakefrom him awhile his hearing vfe. 

Why wifh I fo.vnhappy as I am » # 

The fault is mine,and he the faulty fruit, 

I blufo.I faint, oh would l might be mute. 

Phil. Mother be briefe,I long to know my name, ^ 
Moth. And longing die, to flhroud thy mothers mame* 
Thil. Come Madam come, you neede not be fo loath. 
The (hame is fhared equall twixt vs both. 

Ift not a flackneffs in me, worthy blame. 

To be fo old, and cannot write my name. 

Good mother refolue me. 

c Moth. Then Phihp heare thy fortune , and my griefe. 
My honours Ioffe by purchafe of thy felfe, 

B a My 
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The troublefome ^Ratgne 

My fhame,thy name,and husbands fccrct wrong, 

AH maimd and ftaind by youths vnrijly fway. 

And when thou know’ft from whence thou art cxtrai»}jf 
Or ifthou hneu ’d what fortes, what threats, what fearc ^ 
To mooue by loue,or mafl&kremy death. ■’ 

Toyeeld with knie,or end by Ioucs contempt. 

The mightinefleofhirri that courted me, 

Who tempered terror with his wanton talfce. 

That fomething may extenuate the guilt. 

But let it not aduantage me (o much : 

Vpraid me rather with the Romane dame. 

That flied her blood to wafli away her flume. 

Why ftand I toexpoftulate the crime 
With pro & centra y \\ow the deed is done ? 

When to conclude two words may tell the tale. 

That TbiUps father was a Princes fonne, 

Rich Englauds rule, worlds onely terror he, 

For honours loflfe left me with child of thee : 

Whole fonne thou art,then pardon me therather. 

For faire King Richard was thy noble Father. 

Phil. Then Robin Fauconbride Iwiflatheeioy, 

My lire a King,and:I a landlefleboy. 

Gods lady mother, the world is in my debt, 
There’sfomething owing to Thntaginct. 

I marry Sir, let me alone for game, 

lie a<ft fome wonders now I know my name* 

By biefled c Mary He nor fell that pride 
For England* wealth, and all the world befidc. 

Sit fell the proudeft of my fathers foes. 

Away good motherythere the comfort goes* exeunt. 

Enter Vm ? the French lG»g, and lcwis, Limoges, 
Conftance, and her fonne Arthur. 

King. Now gin we broach the title of thy daime, 1 
Young Arthur in the Albion territories, ' 

Skaeing proud ^w/withapuilfant flege: 

Braue 




of Kfng Iohn, 

Rraue Jujh-it.ca.nfe of gerdefotu <3cath » 

Is come to aide thee in thy warres; 

And all our forces ioync for Arthurs righr, 

And but for caufes of great confequence. 

Pleading delay till newes from England come, 

Twice flaould not Titan hide him in the Weft, 

To code the fet-locks of his weary teame, 

Till I had with an vnrefifted Ihocke 
Controld the mannage of proud Anglers walls. 

Or made a forfet of my fame to Chaunce. 

/fonfl* May be that lohnivi confciCnce or m fears 
To offer wrong where you impungnethe ill, 

Will fend fuch calme conditions backe to France 3 
As lhall debate the edge of fearefull warres i 

Iffo, forbearance is a deeds well done, .• 

Arth. Ahmotlier,po(feirion ofa Crowneismucb* 

And Iohn as I haue heard reported of. 

For prefent vantage would aduenture far re* 

The world can witnefle.in his brothers time. 

He tooke vpon him rule.andalmoft raigne s 
Then muft it follow as a dou&tfull point, 

That hce’l refigne the rule vnto his Nephew, 

I rather thinke the menace of the world 
Sounds in his eafes,as threates of no efteemev • 

And fooner would he fcorne Suropa's power. 

Than loofe the fmalkft title he enioyes 
For queftionleffe he is an Engliffaman. 

Lewis, Why, are the Englifh peerelefle in compare 2 ' 
Braue Caualiers as ere that Ifland bred, ; 

Haue liu’d, andd ( i’d,.and dar’d, and done enough. 

Yet neuer gra&iyheir country fqr.thecaule: 

England is England, y.eeiding good arid bad, • 

And Iohn of England is another Johns, - 
Truftmeycung Arthur iftlioulikerny reed,,’ 

Praifc thou the French that helpe thee it: enisled, 

Lymog. Thc.Eflglilhman hath little caufe I tr0W5 s 
Tbfpend goodfbtecljes onfoproud* fye** 

' Why, 
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Thetroublefome %ajgne 

Why Arthur here’s his fpoyle that no w is gone 
Who when he liu’d outrou’d his brother lohn ; * 
But haftie curres that lie fo long to catch, 

Come halting home, and meete their ouer-match* 

But newes comes now, here’s the Bmbafladour. 

Enter Chmilliott. 



IC. Phil. And in good time, welcome my Lord fUnn. 
What newes ? will lohn accord to our command ? ni ' 
Chat. Bel not briefe to tell your Highnefleall, V *' 
He will approach to interrupt my tale : 

For one felfe bottome brought vs both to France. 

Heon hispartwill triethe chance of warre 
And if his words inferreafiured truth. 

Will loofe himfelfe,and all his followers. 

Ere yeeld vnto the leaft of your demands. 

The Mother Queenefhe taketh on amaine 
Gainft Lady C onj} wee, counting her the caufe 
That doth effe<ft this claime to Albion, 

Coniuring lArtbur with a Grandames care. 

To leaue his Mother ; willing him fubmit 
His Hate to lohn and her protection. 

Who (as fliee faith) are ftudjous for his "ood. 

More circumftance the feafon intercepts': 

This is the fumme,which briefly I hauefhowne. 

1C Phil. This bitter wind muft nip fome^odiesfprine- 
Sodaine and briefe.why-fo, tis harueft weather. ' P — 

But fay Ch. mill, on, what perfons of account are with hitfft 
Chat Of England, Earle Pembroke and Saluhme, 

1 he onely noted men of any name. 

Next theta, a baftard of the Kings deceaft, 

A hardy wild, head, tough and venturous, 

iW ith many other men of high refolue. : n '*- , ■ : 

Thenisthere with them Elinor Mother Queene, 

And \ Blanch ■her TJ^ayhugbter to the KingofSpaine; 
Thefe are birds of this hot aduenture 

V? Qcrtne^aflwd, Earles, &e. 

K. P aL Me feemeth iobn^u ouer-daring Ipirit 

Ef m 



of Kfngfohn. 

Effeas fome frenfie in thy ralh approach. 

Treading my Confines with thy armed troupes, 

I rather lookt for fome fubmifle reply 
Touching the claime thy Nephew Arthur makes 
To that whichthou vniuftly doft vfurpe. 

I K. lohn. For that Ch million can difeharge you all, 

I lift, not pleadc my Title with my tongue. 

Nor came I hither with intent of wrong 
To France , or thee,or any right ofthine; 

But in defence and purchafe of my right. 

The to wne of tsfngiers : which thou doft begpt 
In the behalfe of Lady Conflance fonne. 

Whereto nor he, nor (he, can lay iuft claime. 

Conjlanee , Yes( falfe intruder) if that iuft be iuft. 

And head-flrong vfurpation put apart, 

Arthur my fonne, heireto thy elder brother. 

Without ambiguous jhadow of difeent, 

IsSoueraigne to the fubftance thou withhold!}. 

Q. Elin. Mifgouernd goflip, ftaine to this refort, 
OccafioB ofthefevndecided iarres, 

1 fay (that know) to checkethy vaine fiippofe. 

Thy fonne hath nought to doe with that he claimes. 

For proofe whereof, I can inferre a Will, 

Thatbarres the way he vrgeth by difeent, 

Con. A W ill indeed,a crabbed womans will. 

Wherein the diuell is an ouerfeer, 

. And proud dame Elinor (ble Executrefle : 

More wills than fo, on perill of my (bule, 

Were.neuer made-to hinder Arthurs right. 

Arthur, But fay there was.as fure there can be none. 

The Law intends fuch teftaments as void. 

Where right difeent can no way be im peach t, 

O El:n.^ Peace Arthur peace , thy mother maf:«s thee 
Xotoare with perill after learnt, (wings 

And truft me y ong ling for thy fathes fake, 

1 pity much the hazard of thy vouth. 

Con. Befhrew you elfe hew pittiful! yon are, 

C Ready 












The trouble fome Taigne 

Ready to weepe to hcarehim aske his owne ? 

Sorrow betide fuch Gratidames and fuch griefe, 

That minifter a poyfon for pure loue. 

But who. fo blind, as cannot fee this beame. 

That you forfooth would keepe your coufin downe, 

Tor fearehis mother (hould be vs’d too well ? 

1 there’s the griefe, confufion catch the braine. 

That hammers fhifxes to flop a Princes raigne, 

O. Eliot. Im patient ,franticke, common (tenderer, 
Immodeft dame.ynnurtur’d quarreller, . 

3 tell thee I not entry to thy fonne. 

But iuftice makes me (peake as l hauedone. 

K.Phtl But here’s no pioofe that (hews your Ton a king, 
if. /.What wants,my fword (hall more at large fetdown 
Lerv But that may breake before rhe truth be known-. 
Baft. Then this may hold till all his right be showne, 
Ljm. Good words fir fauce, your betters are in place* 
Baft. Not you fir doubty,with your Lyons cafe. 
"Blanch. Ab.ioy betide his foule , to whom that fpoyle 
Ah Richard, how thy glory here is wrong’d, (belong’d: 
Ljm Me thinkes.that "Richards pride and Rtchardi fell, 
Should be a prefident t’affright you all. > . 

Baft. What words are theft: ? how doemy finews fhakc? 
My fathers foe clad in my fathers fpoyle,. 

A thoufand furies kindle with reuenge. 

This heart that choller keepes a co ififlorie, 

Searing my inwards with, a brand of hate i ; 

How doth AUUe whifper in mine-cares ? 

Delay not Philip, kill the villaine ftraighr, 

Difrobc him of the matchleffe monument 
Thy fathers triumph ore the Sauages, 

Bale teardgroom, coward, peafant, worfe than a threlhing 
flaue,. 

What mak’ft thou with thpTrOphie ofa King ? 

Shan -’ft rhou not.cpy ftrdl , loathfome dunghill Gtrad, . 
Togracethy carkalle with an ornament 
Too pretious for a Moaarkes coucrture ? 

Scarce 



of King John. 

T temper due obedience 
SCafCC rhe prefence of my Soueraigne 

outrage on this trunke of hate: 
thee tray tor, wronger of renowne, 

^ his foule 1 fweare, my Fathers foule, 

^° r r ,;il T not remew- the mornings rife, 

I dfolit thy heart for wearing it fo long. 
iJrJhath frorne'and if it -be not done, 

^ f i „ morld repute me "Richards fonne. 

LeC Nay foft firbafiard, hearts are not fpilt fo (bone, 

T et them reioyce that at the end doe win: 

And take this leffon at thy foe-mans hand, 

ri jr°Wdl ? may’ £ rtd ^ferfhSlcnightly valour, 
That wins this hide to weare a Ladies fauour. 

‘Baft. Ill may 1 thriue, and nothing brooke with me, , 
Iflhortly I prefentit not to thee. _ . ■ C a 

KJhtl. Lordings forbeare,for time is coaiming faft. 
That deeds may trie what words cannot determine, 

And to the purpofe for the caufe you come. 

Me feetnes you fet right in chance of warre, 

Yeelding no ether reafons for your claime. 

But fo and fo, becaule it (hail be fo. 

So wrong (hall be fubornd by truft of ftrength : 

A tyrants pra&ice to inueft himfelfe. 

Where weake refiftancegiueth wrong the way. 

To checke the which, in holy law full armes, 

I, in the rightof asfrthur, (jeffreysb bnne. 

Am come before this City ot Angiers, 

Tobarreall other falfe fuppofed claime. 

From whence,or how foe re the error fpringSo 
And in his quarrcll on my Princely word, 
lie fight it out vnto the latell man* 

John. Know King of France, I will not bee commanded 
By any power or Prince in Chriftendome, 

To yeeld an inftance how 1 hold mine ownc, 

Ca More 






The troublcjome 'Ratine 

More than to anfwere, that mine owne is mine. 

But wilt thou fee me parley with the Towns, 

And heare them offer me allegance, 

Fealtie and homage ,as true liegemen ought * . 

K.Phil. Sum.nlon them, I will not bdeeue it till I fee it 
and when I fee it,Ue foone change it. > 

They film won the T owns , the fiitizcns appeare 
zpon the walls* 

K. [oh. You men of Anglers, and as I take it my loyall ' 
fubieds, I haue fa-awn oned you to the walls : to difpute on 
my right, were to thinke you doubtfull therein, which I am 
perfwaded you are not, In fewe words our brothers fornie 
backt with the King of /■>#«*, haue beleagred your towne 
vpon a falfe pretended title to the fame.-in defence whereof 
I your liege Lord haue brought our power to fence-yon 
from tlie Vfurper, to free your intended feruitude.andvt, 
terly to lupplant the foernen, to my right and your reft. 
Say then who keeps you the towne for ? 
fiitz. For our la wfull King. 

I oh. I was no ldTe petfwaded: then in Gods name open 
your gates and let me enter. 

fit And it pleafe your Highnefle we controll not your 
title.neirher will we rafhly admit your entrance : if you be 
lawfullKing, with all obedience we keepe it to your vfe, if 
not Xing, our raflines to be impeached for yeelding, with- 
out more confederate triall : weeanfwere not as men law-. 
kffebut to thebehoofe of him that prooueslawfull. 

]oh % I (hall not come in then ? 
fit. No my Lord, till we know more. 

K. Tkl. Then heare me fpeake in the behalfe of Arthur 
fon of lejfery, elder brother to lohn, his title manifeft, with- 
out contradidion,to the crowne & kingdome of England, 
with Angiers,& djuers towneson this fide the fea: will you 
acknowledge him your Liege Lord, who fpeaketh in my 
word.ro enterta in you with all fauors,as befeemeth a King 
to his Subieds.or a friend to his welwillers:or ftand to the 
peril of your cotempt^whe his title is proued by the fword. 

Citizen 



of King John. 

r \Ve anfwere as before , till you haue prooued ©nc 
• > we acknowledge none right, he that tries himfelfe 
ri S 5o Uer aigne,to him will we remaine firme fubieds, and 
° U1 V in and in his right we hold our towne , as defirous to 
tow the truth, as loth to fubferibe before we know : more 
than this we cannot fay,& more than this we dare not doe. 

K pyi Then lohn l defie thee, in the name and behalfe 
of Arthur Plant aginet , thy King and Coufen, whofe right 
and patrimony thon detaineft, as I doubt not, ere the day 
end to a fet battell make thee confeffe ; whereunto, with a 
zeale to right, I challenge thee. 

K* lohn, I accept thy challenge, and turne the defiance 
to thy throat. 



Excurfions. The Baftard chafeth Lymogesrfe AuHrieh 
T)uke,aftd maketh him leaue the Lyons skin. 

Baft* And art thou gone misfortune haunt thy fteps. 
And chill cold feare aflaile thy times of reft. 
jMorpbcus leaue here thy filent Ebancaue, 

Befiege his thoughts with difmall fantafies, 

And ghaftly obieds ofpalethreatning Colors. 

Affright him euery minute with ftearne lookes, , 

Let fhadow temper terror in his thoughts. 

And let the terror make the coward mad. 

And in hismadneflelet him feare purfuit, . 

And fo in frenfie let the peafant die. 

Here is the ranfome that allaies his rage, 

The firft freehold that Tfthard let his Tonne : 

With which I (hall furprife his liuing foes, 

As ffrffonftaturedid the fainting Greekes. Exit* 



Enter the Kings Herastlds with Trumpets to the walls 
of Angiers : they fummonthe Towne K 
Eng. Her. lohn by the grace of God King of England, 
Lord of Ireland, Aniow, Toraine, &c. demandethoncea- 
gaineofyouhisfubiedsof Angiers, if you will quietly fur- 
render vp the towne into his hands ? 

C 3 Tr Her. 






* The troublefome c Rdigne 

Tr. Herald. Phihpbythc grace of God King of France, 
demandeth in the behalfe of Arthur Duke of Brittaine, if 
you will furrendervp the rowne into his hands, tothevfe 
ofthefilid Arthur. 

Cmzsns. Heralds goe tell the two victorious Princes, 
that we the poore inhabitants of Angiers, require a parley 
©f their Maiefties. 

Her aids • We goe. 

Enter the Kings, Queene Elianor, 'Blanch, 'Bdfbard, Lyme. 

get, Lewis , CajhlcM, Pembnofy, Salisburj, Conjlance ,atid 

Arthur Dukeof Brittain t\ 

l elm. Herald what anfwer doc the Townefmen fend? 

Philip. Will cAngiersyeeti to Thilip King of France? 

Eng. Her. The Townefmen on the walls accept your 

Tr Her. And craue a parley ofyour Maiefty. (Grace? 

John. You Citizens of Angiers, Iiaue your eyes 
Beheld the {laughter that our Englifli bowes 
Haue made vpon the coward fraudfull French?^ 

And haue you wifely pondred therewithall * 
Yourgaine in yeeldingto the Englifh King? 

Thtl Their lofle in yeelding to the Englifli King. 

But John they faw from out their higheft Towers 
7 he Cheualiers of France and erode- bow (hot 
• Make lanes of flawghtered bodies through thine hoaft, 
And are refolu’d to yeeld to Arthurs right. 

loan. Why Philip though thou bran’ft it fore the walks, 
Thy confidence knowes that /<?/whatb won the field. 

'Phil. Wiiat ere my confidence knowes,chy Army feelss 
.That Philip had the better oftlie'day. 

Paflard. Philp indeed hath got the Lyons cafe, 
Wbidvheere hee holds to Limoges difgrace. 

Bafe Duke to fiye and leaue fuch fpoyles behind : 

But this thou knewft of force to make me flay. 

It faz’d with thee as with the Mariner, 

Spying the hugie Whale, whofe monftrousbulke _ 

Djtn beare the wanes like mountaines fore the winds* 

That 



of King fohn. 

That throwes outemptie veffels,fo to ftay 
• c „ urhile the (hip doth fade away .■ 

*122 Thd.pluic it and I thee command 
To we ire the fame as card thy father did . 

Therewith receiue this fauour at my hands, 

Tvacourage thee to follow 'Richards fame. 

Arth. Ye Citizens of Angiers are ye mute - 
Arthur or lohn , fay which flail be your King - 
C itz. We care not which,if once we knew the right 

But till we know, we will not yeeld our right. 

Ball. Might Phtlip counfell two fa mighty Kings, 

As are the Kings of England, and of France, 

He would aduife your Graces to vnite 
And knit yourforces ’gainft-thefe Citizens, 

Pulling their battred wals about their eares. 

The Towne once wonne,then ftriue about the claim?. 

For they are minded to delude you both. 

Citi. Kings, Princes, Lords, and Knights affemble here 3 * > 
The Citizens of Angiers all by me * 

Entreate your Maieftie to heare them fpeake : 

And as you like the motion they (hall make. 

So to account and follow their aduice. 
lob. Philip fpeake on, we giqe thee leaue. 

Cut,. Then thus : whereas the young and lufty Knigbc 
Incites you on to knit your Kingly ftrengths : 

1 he motion cannot chufe but pleafe the good, , 

And fuch asloucthe quiet of the State, 

But how my Lords,how fhould’your ftrengths be knit ? ■ 
Not to oppreffi; your (ubiefts and your friends, 

An 1 fili the world' with brawksand mutinies ; ■ 

But vnto peace your forces fliouM be knit 
1 olaie in Princely league and amicie $ j 

Doe 
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The troublefome c Ratgne 

Doe this, the gates of Anglers fhall giue way. 

And ftand wide open to your hearts content. 

To make this peace a lafting bond of lone, 

Remainesone onely honourable meanes, 

Which by your pardon I (hall here difplay. 

Lewis the Dolphin,and the heire of France* 

A man of noted valour through the world. 

Is yet vnmarried : let him take to wife 
The beautious daughter of the King ofSpainc, 

Neece to King John, the louely Lady Blanch , 

Begotten on bis filter Elinor. 

With her in marriage will her Vnkle giue 
Cattles and T owers,as fitteth fuch a match. 

The King thus ioynd in league of perfect lone. 

They may fo deale with Arthur Duke of Britaine, 

Who is but young, and yet vnmeet to raigne. 

As he (hall ftand contented euery way. 

T hus haue I boldly (for the common good) 

Deliuered what the Citiegaue in charge* 

And as vpon condition you agree. 

So fhall we ftand content to yeeld theTowne. 

tsfrtb. A proper peace, if fuch a motion hold ; 

Thefe King’s beare armes for me,and for my right. 

And they fhall (hare my lands to make them friends. 

j9. Elin. Sonne [ohn } follow this motion, as thou louefl 
thy mother. 

Make league with Philip, yeeld to any thing : 

Lewis (hall haue my Neece.and then be fure 
Arthur (hall haue fmall fuccour outof France. 

I oh a. Brother of France, yon heare the Citizens: 
Then tell me how you meanetodeale herein. 

Co-, ill. Wh yjohn, what canft thou giue vnto thy Neece, 
That haft no footeofland, but Arthurs right l 
Lew. Bir lady Citizens, Hike your choyce, 

A louely damfell is the Lady Blanch, 

Worthy the hereof Europe for her pheere. 

W hat Kings,why ftand you gazing in a trance ? 

Why 




Whv how now Lords f accurfed Citizens 
To fill and tickle their ambitions ear es. 

With hope of gaine,that fpringsfrom Arthurs Ioffe. 
c 0 .ne difmall Planet at thy birth day raign’d. 

Tor now I fee the fall of all thy hopes. 

jC. Phil. Lady, and Duke of Brittaine, know you both. 
The King of France refpeds his honour mote. 

Then to betray.his friends and fauourers. 

Princefle ofSpaine,could you affed my fonne. 

If we vpon condition could agree ? 

Saft, Swounds Madam, take an Englifh Gentleman ? 
Slaue as I was, I thought to haue moou’d the match. 
Grandame you made me halfe a promife once. 

That Lady Blanch fhould bring me wealth enough. 

And make me heire of ftore of Englifh land. 

^ Elinor, Peace Philip, I will looke thee out a wife, 
Wetriuft with policy compound this ftrife . 

Baft. If Lewis get her, well, I fay no more: 

But let the frolicke Frenchman take no fcorne. 

If 'Philip front him with an Englifh home. 

John, Lady, what anfwermakeyouto the K. of France? 

> Can you affid the Dolphin for your Lord ? 

Blanch. I thanke the King that likes of me (o well. 

To make me Bride vnto fo great a Prince : 

But giue me leaue my Lord to paule on this, 

Leaft being to© too forward in the caufe. 

If may be blemifh to my modeftie. 

Q, Eltn. Sonne /««»,, and worthy ^Philip K of France, 
Doe you conferre a while about the Dower, 

And 1 will fchoole my modeft Neece fo well, 

That (lie (hall yeeld as foone as you haue done. 

5"; T > there>s the wretch that brocheth all this ill, 
vV hy fi:e 1 not vpon the Beldams face. 

And with my nailes pull forth her hatefull eyes, 

Arthur Sweet mother ceafethefe hafty madding fits : 
or my fake, let my Grandam haue her will. 
u wouldflie with her hands pull forth my heart, 

D I 
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The troublefome Taigne 

I could affoord it to appeafe thefe broyles. 

But (mother) let vs wifely winkcat all, 

Leaft farther harmes enfue our haftie fpeech. 

e phtl. Brother of England, what Dowrie wiltthou-giuj 
Vnto my fonne in marriage with thy Neeee ? 

lahn. Firft Philip knowes her dowric out of Spaine, 
To be fo great as may content a King : • 

But more to mend and amplifie the fame, 

I aiue in money thirtie thoufand markes. 

For land I leaue it to thine owne demaund. 

rpbil. Then I demaund Volqttejfon, Torain,Mai» } 
Potter 5 and zsfnioiV) thefe fiue Prouinces, 

Which thou as King of England holdftin France : 

Then (hall our peace be foone concluded on. 

Baft. No lcflethen fiue fuch Prouinces at once ? 
loh. Mother what (hall I do?my brother gotthefe Mi 
With much effufion of our Englife blood ; 

And fliall I giue it all away at once ? , 

O.Eli » . John giue it him.fo (halt thou hue its peace, 
And'keepe the refidue fans ieopardie. 

John. Philip , bring forth thy fonne, here is my neeee, 
And here in marriage 1 doe giue with her 
From-mc and my fucceffors Englifh Kings, 

ZJolauejf m,Poiters 0 Ar.icw, Tor din, Main, 

. And thirtie thoufand markes of ftipend coyne. 

* Now Citizens, how like you of this match ? 

Cttiz. We ioy to fee fo fweete a peace begun. 

Lew. Lems with Tlmch fliall euer liue content. 

But now King Iohnp ' hat fay you to the Duke ? 

Father, Ipeake as you may- in his behalfe.' 

Phil. K. M»,be-good vnto thy Nephew here, 
And.giue him fomewhatthat fliailpleafe you beft. 

loh, Arthur, although thou troubled Etiglands peace, 
Yet here I giue thee Brittaine for thine owne; 
Together with the Earledome of Richmont, 

And this rich Citie of Angiers withall. 




in 



n. 



n PliM AndiftWeeketoplcafc thinevnde John, 

C fonne how I will make of thee, 

So % 0VI euC ry thing is forted to this end, 

, ! f* n Sd thereprepare the marriage rues, 

L« l . sin ? q Mrncs Chappell prcfcntly 

a "** - 

Shal p ManentConfiance and Arthur. 

A* Madam good chcer,thcfe droupmglangai&racnts 
/Ij c no redrefle to falue our auk ward haps, 
concluded th.fc 

Tofniallauailcis bitter pcnfitieneila: 

Seafons will change.and fo our prefer* greefe 
Mav change with them, and all to our reliefe. 

M Lfi. Ahboy,thyyearesIfeearcfarretoogrccne 

Tolooke into the bottome of thefe cares. 

But I.wbo fee thepoyfethat weigheth dowfte 
Thr wesile,mywifli,and all the willing sneanes 
Wherewith thy fortune and thy fame flionld mount, 
What ioy, what eafc,what reft can lodge in me. 

With whom all hope and hap doc difagree? 

Arth. Yet Ladies teares, and cares, and foleran lhewe*, 
Ratherthcn helpcs,heape vp more workefor woes. 

fafi. If any. power will heart a widowes plaint. 

That from a wounded foule implores reuenge; 

Send fell contagion to infeft this clime. 

This curfed countrcy, where the tray tors breath, 
Whofc.periurie (as proud Briarsus,} 

Beleaguers all the Skye with mif-bcleefc. 

He promift Arthur, and he fware it too, 

To fence thy right.and check thy foe-mans pride 5 
Butnowblack-fpotted Petiure as he is, 

Fie takes a truce with Elnors damned brat, 

And marries Lewis to her leuely Neeee, 

Sharing thy fortune and tby birth-dayes gift 
Betwecnc thefe Louers: ill betide the naatch. 

And as they iheulder thee from out thine own, 

And triumph in a widdowes fearefull cares: 

' * - ' Da $® 
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The troublefome Tgjgne 

So heau’ns crofle them with a thriftleffe courle. 

Is all the bloud y (pilt on either part, 

Clofing the cranies of the thirfty earth, 

Growne to a lone-game and a Bridall feafl? 

And mnft thy birthright bid the wedding banes? 

Poore helplefle boy,hopelefle and helplefle too, 

To whom misfortune feemes no yoake at all. 

Thy ftay,thyftate,thy imminent mifliaps 
Woundeth thy mothers thoughts with feeling care 
Why lookft thou pale, the colour flies thy face : * 

I trouble now the fountaine ofthy youth. 

And make it muddie with my doles difcourfe, .. 

/ Goe in with me.replie not louely boy. 

We mufl: obfcure this moane with melodie, 

Leaft worfer wrack enfue our male- content. Extmfi 

Enter the King of England, the King of France, Arthur 
'BafiarJ, Lewis, Lymoges , fin fiance, 7 ? lane h 3 ^hatttbon 
Vtmbrooke, Salisbury, and Elinor., 

John. This is the day, the long-defired day, 

Wherein the Realties of England and of France 
Stand highly bldfed ih'aTafting peace. 

Thrice happy is the Bridegroome and the Bride, 

From whofe fwcet Bridall fuch a concord lprings, 

T o make of mortall foes immortallfriends. 

Conf, Vngodly peace made by anothers warre. 

^ Phil. Vnhappy peace, that ties thee from reue'nge, 
Route thee Plantaginet, line not to (ee 
The butcher of the great Plmtaginet. 

Kings, Princes, and yee Pee res of either Realms, 

Pardon my rafhnefle; andforgiue the zeale 
That carries me in fury to a deede 
Of high defert, of honour and ofarmes. 

A boone (O Kings) a boone doth ‘Philip begge 
Proftrate vponhis knee; which knee fhallcleaue 
Vnto the fuperficies of the earth, 

Till France and England grant this glorious boone* ' 



of Xing lohn, 

m Speake Philip, England grants thee thy requeft. 
Phil. And France confirmes what ere is in his power. 
Bait Then Duke fitfaft,I leuell at thy head, - 
Too bafe a ranfome for my fathers life, 
irinces, I craue the combate with the Duke 
That braues it in dishonour of my fire. 

Your wordsare paft, norcan you now reuerfe 
The Princely promife that reuiues my foule. 

Whereat me thinkes I fee his finewes fluke: 

This is the boone (dread Lords) which granted once, , 

0 r life or death are pleafant to my foule ; 

Since I (hall liue and dye in Kjcbards right. 

Lynt. Bafe baftard, misbegotten of a King, 

To interrupt thefe holy nuptiall rires 

With brawles and tumults to a Dukes difgracej 

Let itfuffice,Ifcorne to ioyne in fight, 

With one fofarre vnequall to my felfe. 

g a {}. A fine excufe, Kings if you will be Kings, 

Then keepe your words, and let vs combate it. 

lohn. Philip wee cannot force the Duke to fight, 
B’ringafubieft vnto neither Realme; 

But tell me Auflrta, ii'an Englifh Duke, 

Should dare thee thus,wouldft thou accept the challenge? ; 

Ljr». Elfe let the world account the Auftrich Duke 
The greateft coward liuing on the earth. 

lohn. Then cheere thee Philip , lohn will keep his wordj 
Kneele downe,in fight of Philip K ing of France, 

And all thefe Princely Lords aflembled heerc, 

1 gird thee with the (word of Normandie, 

And ofthat Land I doe inueft thee Dukes 
So {halt thou be in liuing and in land 
Nothing inferior vnto Aufh ia. 

Ljm. K. lohn, I tell thee flatly to thy face, 

Thou wrongft mine honour: and that thou mayft {ee 
How much I fcorne thy new made Duke and thee, 

1 flatly fay, I will not be compeld: 

And fo farewell fir Duke of low degree. 
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The troublefome %aigne 

lie finie a time to match you for this geare* Exit , 

John. Stay Philip let him goe.the honour’s thine. 

2?*/?. ( cannot liue vnlcffe his life bee mine. 

" ^.EVw.Thyferwardnc* this day hath ioy’d my fo u ] e 
And made me thinke my 2 tjehard lines in thee. 

K .Phil. Lordings let’s in, and fpend the wedding day 
In maskes and triumphcs,lctting quarrels ccafej r 

. Enter a (far dinall from "Rome* 

Car.Stay King of France,I charge thee ioyn not hands 
With him that ftands accurft of God and men. 

Know John^hzx I Tandulph Cardina.Il of Millamc, and 
Legate of theSeaefRome, demand of thee in the name 
of our holy Father thePope Innocent , why thou do’ft 
(contrary to the iawes ©four holy Mother the Church 
and our holy Eather the Pope, difturbe the quiet of the 
Church, and difanull the cledlionjof Stephen Laughton 
whom his Holincflehath ele&cd Arch-bi&op of Can’ 
terbury. thisin his HolinefTe name Idemand of thee ? 

I oh. And what haft thou or the Pope thy mafter to do;te 
demaud of me how I imploy mine owne? Know fir Prieft 
as I honour the Church and holy Churchmen, fo I fcorne 
to be fubied to the greateft Prelate in the world. Tell thy 
mafter fo from me, and fa y,Iohw of England laid it,that ne- 
uer an Italian Prieft of them al,fhal either bane tythe,tole, 
or Polling peny out of England; but as I am King, fo will I 
raigne next vnder God,fupreame head both ouer (piritual 
and temporal] :and he that contradids me in this. He make 
him hop head'efle. 

K.Phil. What K. John, know you what you fay, thus to 
blalpheme againft our holy father the Pope ? 

Ioh. rhiltp, though thou and all the Princes of Chri- 
ltcndome fuffer themfelues to bee abus’d by a Prelatesfla- 
■ uery,my minde is not of fiich bale temper. Ifthe Pope will 
bee King of England,let him win it with the fword,I know 
' ocher title he can alleadge to mine inheritance. 

Card. John, this is thine anfwer? 

John. 




of King Iohn. 

ft ^Thenl ’riiMh oCTaAm, Legate from the A- 

a like Sea doe in thename of Saint Peter and his fuc- 
P Tr our holy Father Pope Innocent , pronounce thee ac- 
OTfod , difeharging euery of thy fubne&s of all dune and 
fjfu t hat they doe owe to thee, and pardon and forgiue- 
f <T> of finne to thofe or them whatfoeuer. which (hall car- 
S armes againft thee, or murder thee : This I pronounce, 
and charge all good men to abhorre thee as an excommu- 

niC r J so fi^the more the Foxe is curs’d the better a fares : 
jfGod blefleme and my Land, letthe Pope and his fliaue- 
lincs curfeand fpare not. 

Card Furthermore^ charge thee France and 

all the Kings and Princes of Chriftendome, to make warre 
vpon this mifereant : and whereas thou haft made a league 
with him, and confirmed it by oath, I doe in the name of 
ourforefaid father the Pope, acquit thee of rhat oath, as 
vnlawfull , being made with an Hereticke ; how faift thou 
Philip, do’ft thou obey? 

leh. Brother of France, what fay you to the Cardmall ? 

TUI. I fay,I am Carry for your Maieftie,requcfting you 
to fubmit your felfe to the Church of Rome. 

Ioh. And what fay you to our league, if Ido not fubmit? ■ 

Phil. What flrould 1 fay ? I muft obey the Pope. 

Ioh . Obey the Pope, and breake your oath to God : • 

Phil. The Legate hath abfolu’d me of mine oath; 

Then yeeld to Rome, or I defie thee here. 

Ioh , Why Ehiiip, 1 defie the Pope and thee, 

Blfeas thou art, and periur’d King of France, 

Vnworthy man to be accounted King. 

Giu’ft thou thy fword into a Prelates hands : 

Pand«lpb,where i of Abbots Monkes,and Friers 
Haue taken fomewhat to maintaine my warn, > 

Now will I take no more but all they haue. 

Ik rouze the lazie lubbers -from rheir cels. 

And in defpight »le fe.nd.them to tue Pope. - • 

Mother • 








H i: j | 



The troublefome l^aigne 

Mother come you with me,and forthereft 
7 hat will not follow Iohn in this attempt, 

Confufion light vpon their damned foules. 

Come Lords, fight for yom K rhat fighteth for your good 
Phil. And are they gone ? Pandvlph thy felfe foall fee. 
How France will fight for Rome and Romifli rites, * 
Nobles to armes,let him not pafle the leas. 

Let’s cake him captiue, and in triumph lead 
T he King of England to the gates of Rome. 

Arthur Beftirre thee man, and thou Chair fee. 

What Philip. King of France will doe for thee. 

Blanch. And will your Grace vpon your weddingday 
Forfake your bride, and follow dreadfull drums ? 
Nay,g©od my Lord, ftay you at home with me. 

Lew. Sweet heart content thee, and we fliall agree. 
Thil. Follow my Lords, Lord Cardinallleadethe way, 
Drums fiiall bemuficke to this wedding day. Exeunt. 

jbxcurpons. The Baflardpurfises Auftria, and 
ktls him. 

Bajl. Thus hath K. Richards fon perform’d his vowes, 
And oflfred Auftria’s blood for facrifice 
V nto his fathers euerliuing foule. 

Braue Cordelionfiow my heart doth lay, 

I haue deferu d, though not to be thine heire. 

Yet as I am, thy bafe begotten fonne, 

A name as pleafing to thy Philips heart. 

As to be cald the Duke ofNormandy. 

Lie tliere a prey to euery rauning fowlers. 

And as my father triumpht in thy Ipoyles, ■ 

And trode thine enfignes vnderneath his feet, 

' So doe I tread vpon thy curled felfe, 

And leaue thy body to the fowles for food. Exit. 

Excttrfcns. Arthur, Conftance , Lewis, having taken 

Q. Elinor prifoner. ( arme 

C w fi> Thus hath the God of Kings with conquering 

Difoeartt 
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of King Iohn. 

nifoearft the foes to true fuccelfion, 

SoSd, and difiurberofthy Countries peace, 

CaMnce doth Hue to tame thine infoleace. 

And on thy head will now auengedbe 
For all the mifehiefs hatched in thy braine. 

0 . Elinor, Contemptuous Dame, vnreuerent Dutches 

"thou. 

To 6raue fo great a Queene a s Elmr, 

Bafe fcold.haft thou forgot, that I was wife 
And mother to three mighty Englifli Kings ? 

I charge thee then,and you forfooth fir boy. 

To fet your Grandmother at liberty. 

And yeeldto fob your Vncle and your King. 

Confi.- T’is not thy words proud Queene fhall carry it. 
glin. Nor yet thy threates proud dame fiiall daunt my 
mind. 

Arth. Sweete Grandame, and good mother leaue thefe 
braules. 

Ilin. lie find a time to triumph in thy fall. 

Confl. My time is now to triumph in thy fall. 

And thou flialt know that Conftance wil triumph. 

Arth. Good mother ,weigh it is Queene Elinor, 

Though (lie be captiue.vfe her like her felfe. 

Sweet Grandame beare with what my Mother (ayes. 

Your Highnefle fiiall be vfed honourably. 

Enter a mejfcnger. 

Meff. Lewis my Lord, Duke Arthur find the reft, - 
To armes in haft, King fob relieues his men. 

And ginnes the fight a frefli : and fweares witball 
To loofe his life, or fet his mother free. 

Lewis. Arthur away, t’is time to looke about. 

Elm. Why how now dame, what is your courage coold. 
Confi . No Elinor, my courage gathers ftrengtb. 

And hopes to leade both toh-a and thee as flaues : 

And in that hope, I hale thee to the field. Exeunt. 

£ Excurjions, 
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c The troublefime %ajgne 

Excttrjtons. Elinor is refcued by Iohn , And Arthur it 
taken prifener. Exeunt. Sound vittsry. 

Enter Iohn.Elinor ,and Art!uir/>^/W,Baftard 5 Pem. 
brooke, Salisbury ,W Hubert tfe Burgh. 

John, Thus right triumphs, and Iohn triumphs in. right:: 
.Arthur thou feeil,F ranee cannot bolder thee : 

Thy mothers pride hath brought thee to this fall. 

But if at laft Nephew thou yceld thy feife 
Into the guardance of thine V ncle Iohn, 

Thou (halt be vfed as. becomes a Prince. 

Arthur. Vncle, my grandametaught her Nephew this, 
Tobeare captiuitie with patience. 

Might hath preuail’d,not right, for I am King 
X)f England, though thou weare the Diademe. 

jO Elm. Sonn ejohn, foone (hall we teach him to forget 
Jhele proud, preemptions, and to know himfelf*. 

I oh. Mother, he neuer will forget his claime, 

I would he liu’d not to rememberit. 

But leaning this, we will to England now, 

And takefome order with our Popelings there, 

That (well with pride and fat of lay mens lands. 

Fhiiip, l make thee chiefe in this affaire, 

Ranfacke the Abbeis,Cloyfters, Priories, 

, Conuert their coyne vnto my fouldier3 rfc: 

And wbatfoere he be within my Land, 

Thatgoes to Rome for iuftice and for law. 

While he may haue his right within the Rcalme, 

Let him be iudg'd a traitor to the State, 

And fuffer as an enemy to England . 

Mother,we leaueyou herebeyondthc Seas, 

As Regent of our Prouinces in France, 

While we to England take a fpeedy conrfe. 

And thanke our 'God that gane vs vidorie. 

Hubert ds Burgh take Arthur here to thee, ' 



of Kjng fobn. 

„ Up r hv VrlConer -.Hubert keepe him fafe, 

Be hie life doth hang thy Soueraignes Crownc, 

B°f ?n his death confifts thy Soueraignes blifle : 
rtn Hubert- as thou fhortly hearft from me, 

£2: the prifoner I haue giuen m charge. 

Hubert Frolicke young Prince though I your keeper be, 
vpf (kail vou r keeper liue at your command. 

'1th As pleafemy God, fo fliall become of me. _ 

0 Elian. My fonne to England I will fee thee flupt, 
a idoray to God to fend thee fafe a (bore, 
h jo Now warres are done I long to be at home, 

Todiue into the Monks and Abbots bagges. 

To make feme fport among the Imooth skxnd Nunnes, 

And keepe fomc reuell with the fanzen Friers. 

Iohn. To England Lords,each looke vnto your charge. 
And artne your felues againft the Romane pride. Exeunt. 

enter the King of France, Lewis his fonne. Car. 
dinall Pandolph Legate , and Conftance. 

philf. What.cuery man attacht with this mifliap? 

Why frowne you fo, why droopc ye Lords of France? 

Me thinkes it differs from a warlike minde. 

Tolowre it for a checke or two of Chance.- 
Had Lyotoges efcapt the Baftards fpight, 

A little (orrow might haue feru’d our lolfr’. 

Bra lie Aufria, heauen ioyes to haue thee there. 

Card. His foule is fafe and free from Purgatoryj , 

Our holy Father hath difpenft his finnes. 

The bleffed Saints haue heard our Orifons, 

And all are mediators for his foule. 

And in the right of thefe mod holy warres, 

His Holinefis free pardon doth pronouuco 
To all that follow yougainft EngliOi Hererifces,\ 

Who ftahd accurfed in our mother Church,. 

Sitter Conftance alone. 
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The trouble fomeTalgne 

Philip. To aggrauate themeafure of oar greefe. 

All male-content oomcs Conftar.ee for her fonne. 

Be briefe good Madame, for your face imports 
A Tragicke talebehind that’s yet vntold. 

Her palTions Hop the Organ of her voy.ee, 

Deepc forrovv throbbeth mif-bcfalne euents, 

Out with it Lady, that our Aft may end 
A full Catadrophe of fad laments. 

Conft. My tongue is tun’d to ftorie forth milhap s 
When did I breath to tell a plcafing tale. ? 

Mud C<wy?4»o?fpeakc? let rearcs preventhertalke: 
Mud I difeourfe? let Dido figh and fay, 

Shee weepcs againe to heare the wrackc of Troy ; 

Two words will ferue,and then my tale is done: 
ElinorsprouA brat hath rebd me or my fonne. , 

Lewis. Haue patience Madamc.this is chance of war- 
He mayberanfom’d.wcrcuengc his wrong. 

Corift. Be it ne’rc fo foone,I (hall notliue fo lono 1 . 
'Phil. Defpairenotyet, come finftance, goe with me 
Thcfe clouds wil fleer,theday wilcleare againe. Sxeum, 
CW.Now ■ Lewis thy fortune buds with happy ferine 
Our holy fathers prayers effefteth this. 

Arthur is fafej let l-ohn alone with him. 

Thy title next is faird to Englands Crowne: 

Now flirre thy father to begin with Iohn, 

The Pope fayes I, and fois Albion thine. 

Lewis. Thanks my Lord Legat for your good conceit, 
Ths bed we follow now the game isfairc, 

Aiy father wants to worke him your good words. 

C ay d- A few will ferue to forward him in this, 
Thofc Hi all not want: but let’s about it then. Exeunt, 
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§nter Philip h i ting a Frier , charging him Jhetv where ths 
Abbot sgolil ft . 



"Phil. Come on you fat Fr.incifcan,dallie no !onger,but 
ihew me where the Abbots treafurelics, or die. 
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of Kjrtg fohn . 

- • „ Ptnedkamus Domini, was eucr fuch an initiric > 
c 5. mm of thy lenity, defend ys from extremity. 

S a dhearc vsfor S. Charity, oppreffed with aufterity, 
jnnontm V cmi»i } make I my . 

fientle Gentility grieuc not the Clcargic. 
yhil Gray-gown’d good face, conmreye, 
nere truftme for a groat 
Tf this waft girdle hang thee not 
that girdeth in thy coat. 

Now bald and barefoot Bungle birds, 
when vp the gallowes climmg, 

Say 'Philip he had words enough, 
to put you downe with riming. 

Fr O pardon, O parce, S. Francis for mercic. 

Shall Shield thee from night- fpcls & dreamingof diuete, 
If thou wiltforgiucmc.and neuermore grieue me, 

With fading and praying, and Hath Jttary faying, 



Frier Thomas will warmeyou. 

Itfhallneucr harme you. 

Phil. Come leaue off your rabble. 

Sirs, hang vp this lozell. 

2,Fr. For charity I beg his life. 

Saint Francis chiefeft Frier, 

The bed fn all our Couent fir, 
to keepe a Vintners fine. 

O dranglenot the good old man, 
my hodefle oldeft gueft, 

And l will bring you by and by 
vnto the Priors died- 

'Pbil. I.faid thou fo,& if thou wilt the Frier is at liberty. 
If not, as I am honed man,! hang you both for company 
Fr.Come hither, this is theched.thogli fimple to behold, 
That wantethnot a thoufand pouud in filuer & in gold. 
My felfwil warrantful fo mucb,I know the Abots dore, 
He pawn my life there is no lefs,to haue what ere is more, 
Phil.l takethy word, the ouerplus vnto thy fiiaie fhal 
come, E3 But 






'The trouble fome Taigne 

But if there want of full fo much, thy necke flail pay th* 
fumme. r ' n ® 

Breake vpthe Coffer, Frier. 

Frier. Oh I am vndone/aire Alice the Nunne 
Hath tooke vp her reft in the Abbots cheft. 

Smile bencdecite pardon my fimplicicie. 

Fie Alice ,confe\Viou u r ill not (alue this tranfgreflion. 
Philip, What hane weheere ; a holy Nui>ne?fokcepetne 
God in health. 

A fmooth fac’d Nunne (for ought I know)is all the Abbots 
wealth. 

Is this th e N unries chaftitie? 5 
Beftrew me but I thinke 

They go as oft tovenery,as niggards to their drinke. 
Why paltry Frier and Pandar too,, yee fliamdefle fliauen 
crowne, 

Is this the cheft that held a hoard, 
at leaft a thoufand pound ? 

And is the hoord a holy whore, 
well, be the hangman nimble, 

Hee : l take the paine to pay you homel- 
and teach you to diflemble. < 

Nunne. O fpare the Frier Ar.tho»j 3 , 
a better neuer was, 

To fing a Dirge folemnly, . % 

or read a morning mafle. i 

If money be the meanes of this* ■ ' 

I know an ancient Nunne, 

That hath a hoord theft ftueu yeare$s 
did neuer fte the funne. 

And that is yours,and what is ours, 

' fo fauour now be fhowne, . 

Ypufhall command as commonly, .. 
ar if it were your owne. 

Frier,. Your iionour excepted. 

Name. I Tkcmctt, I meane fo. 

Philip, From all fane from Friers, . 

Nttmn- 
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Good fir, doe not thinke fo. 
phil. I thinke and fee fo: 

Why how camft thou here? 
v,i To hide her from lay men. 

m»- T« «ue fir, for feare. . 

Pl,il. For feare of the laitie: a pitifud dread 
wh „ n a Nunne flies for fuccour to a fat Friers bed. 

But now for your ranfomc my cloyfter-brcd oonney. 

To the cheft that you fpeakeof where lies fo much mony . 

Pltirt . Faire fir, within this prefle, of plate and money is 
The valewofa thoufand markes,and other things by gis. 
Let vs alone, and take it all, tis yours fir, now you know it. 
Phil. Come on fir Frier, picke the lockc,this geere doth 
cotton hanfome, (fome. 

That couetoufiicffe fo cunningly muft pay the lechers ran- 

What is in the hoord ?. 

Fr. Frier Laurance my -Lord, now holy water helps vs. 
Some witch or fomediuell is fent to delude vs : 

Haud Credo Laurentius .that thou fliouldft be pend thus 
In the prefle of i-Nun we are all vndone. 

And brought to difcredence if thou be Frier Laurence^ 

Fr, Amor vmcit omnia, fo Cato aftirmetii, 

And therefore a Frier whofc fancy foone burneth, 

Becaufe he is tnortall and made of mould, 

He omits what he ought, and doth more then he fliould . 
Philip. How goes this geere ? the Friers cheft fill’d with 
a fauftn Nunne. 

The Nunne againe lockes Frier vp, 
to keeps him from the Sunne. 

Belike the prefle is Purgatory, 
or penance pafling grieuous : 

The Friers cheft a hell for NunnesY 
how doe theft dolts deceiue vs ? 

Is this the labour of their Hues, to feed and 1 iue at eaft? 
Toreucll fo lafciuioufly as often as they. pleaft. 

He mend the fault or faile my aime, 
if I doe mifle amending, 

Tis 



















'The troublefome T^aigne 

Tis better burne the Cloyftersdowne, 
then Ieaue them for offending. 

But holy you,to you I fpeake, 
to you religious deuill. 

Is this the prefl'e that holds the fumme, 
to quit you for youreuill 
Nun. I cry peccAUbparce me, 
good fir I was beguil’d. 

Tr. Abfolue fir for charitie, 
flie would be reconcil'd. 

Thil. And fo I ft all, firs bind them faft. 

This is their abfolution, 

go hang them vp for hurting them, 

Haft them to execution. 

Tr. Laurence. O tempus edax rerum, 

Giue children bookes they teare them. 

O vmtasvanitatis, ir\ this warning atatis, 

At threefcore welneere ; to goe to thisgeere. 

To my confcienca a clog, to die likra dog, • • *■ 

Sxaudi me Bomine,ji vis me parce 
T)abopectimam,Ji habeo veniam. 

To goe and fetch it, I will d ifpatch it, 

A hundred pound fterling.for my lines fparing,- 

Snter Peter a Prophet, with people. 

Pet. Hoe, who is here ? St. Francis be your (peed, 
Gome in my flocke.and follow me, 
your fortunes I will reed. 

Gome hither boy.goe get thee home, . 
and clime not oner hie, 

For from aloft thy fortune (lands, in hazard thou fhaltdie, 
Boy . God be with you Peter, I pray you come to our 
houfe a Sunday. 

Pet. My boy fhew me thy hand, blefle thee my boy? 
For in thy palme I fee a many troubles are y bent to dwell, 
But thou (halt fcape them all, and doe full well. 



of King John. 

ftj, Ithankeyou Peter, there’s a chee/e for your labor: 
Hr lifter prayesyon to come home,aud tell her how many 
Jwsbands (he (hall hauc.and (hee’l giue you a rib of bacon. 

Pet. My matters, (lay at the towns end for me,Ue come 
toyou allanone : I muftdifpatch fome bufines with a Fri- 
er and then 11c read your fortunes. 

’pbil. How now, a Prophet / fir Propher whencc arc ye? 

Pet. I am of tire world and in the world,; bufliue not as 
others, by the world;what l am I know, and what thou wile 
be I know. If thou knoweft me now,be-anlwered : if not, 
enquire no more what! am. 

Phil. Sir, I know you will be a diflembling Knaue,that 
deludes the people with blinde prophecies : you are he I 
looke for, you (hall away with me, bring away all the rable : 

. and you Frier Laurence, remember your rautifome a hun- 
dred pound.and a pardon for your felfe,and the reftjeome 
ou fir prophet, you (hall with me, to receiue a prophets re- 
ward. Exeunt. 

Enter Hubert de Burgh with three men. 

Hub. My mafters , I haue ftewed you what warrant 
I haue for this attempt ; I perceiue by your heauy counte- 
nances you had rather be otherwife employed, and for my 
ownepart, I would the King had made choyfeof fome o- 
ther executioner :only this is my comfort that a king com- 
roaunds,whofe precepts negle&ed or omitted threatneth 
torture for the default Therefore in briefe Ieaue me, and be 
•teady t© attend the adnenture : (lay within that entry.and 
when you hearc me crie, q 0 d fane the Kwg. iflue fuddenly 
/ rt,1 - 1 ?y bands on Arthur , fet him in this chaire, wherein 
(once raft hound; leanehim with me to finifli the reft. 

^ c §.? e : rhou gb loath. Exeunt. 

. , Enter Arthurs Hubert de Burch. 

Arthur, Gwmercie Hubert for thy care of me 

* Xn 







c The troublejome T^tigne* 

In or to whom reftraint is newly knowne. 

The ioy of walking is final] benefit, 

Yet will I take thy offer with (mail thankes, 

1 would not loofe the pleafure of the eye. 

But tell me curteous Keeper if thou can. 

How long the King will haue me tarry here. 

Hubert 1 know not Prince but as I gefle.not long,' 

God fend you freedo;;ne,and g odfiut the King. 

They ijfue forth. 

Arthur , Why' bow now firs , what may this outrage 
meane ? 

0 helpeme Hubert .gentle Keeper helpe : 

God fend this fudden mutinous approach 
Tend not to reaue a wretched guiltles life. 

Hub. So firs, departed leauethe reft for me. 
tsfrtb. Then Arthur yeeld, death frownethinthy face, 
What meaneth this good Hubert pleade the cafe. 

Hub. Patience young Lord.and liften words of woe, 
Harmefull and har(li,hels hor-rorto be heard: 

A difmall tale fit for a furies tongue. 

1 faint to tell.deepe forrow is the found. 

Arth. What muff I die ? 

Hub. No newes of death, but tidings of more hate, 

A wrathful) doome,and moft vnluckie fate : 

Deaths difli were daintie at fo fell a feaft, 

Be deafe,hearc not, it’s hell to tell the reft. 

Arth. AhSjthou wrongft my youth with words.offeare, 
Tis hell^tis horror, not for one toheare : 

What is it man if it tr.uft needes be done. 

Aft iratidend it, that the paine were- gone. . 

Hub'. I will not chaunt fuch dolour with my tongue, 
Yet muft I aft the outrage with my hand. 

My'hea- t,m v head, and all my powers, befide, . 

To aide theoffice haue at once deni’d. 

Perufe this letter, lines oftrebble woe, 

Rjeade ore my charge, and pardon when you know. 



r 



of Kjngfobn. 

. are to command thee, as thou tendrefi cur quiet 

J and the efrate of our per/on, that prefeat If ypon the 

°( eur comm * r ^ * thm put ° Ut the eyes °f Arthtir 

.plantaginet. 

Arthur. Ah monftrous damned man: his very breath 
infefts the dements. _ 
rontagious venome dwellcth in his heart, 
rafting meanes to poy fon all the world. 

Vnreuerent may 1 be to blame theheauens 
Ofateat iniuftice that the mifereant 
Liuesto oppreffe the Innocents with wrong. 

Ah Hubert: makes hee thee his infti ument. 

To found the trump that caufetli hell triumph? 
Hcaucnweepes.the Saints do fiicd celeftiall teares. 

They feare thy fall and cite thee with remorfe, 

They knockc thy confcience mouing pitiethere. 

Willing t0 fence thee fromthe rage of hell: 
HellH«^rf,truftme all the plagues of hell 
Hangs on performance of this damned deed. 

This feale, the warrant of the bodies blifle, 

Enfureth Satan chieftane of thy foule: 

Snbfcribe not Hubert , giue not Gods part away. _ 

Ifpeake not only for eyes priuiledgc. 

The chiefe exterior that I would enioy: 

Bat for thy peril], farre beyond my paine, 

Thy (weet foules Iofie,more then mine eyes vaitie lacke: 

A cafe internal! and exfernall too. 

Aduife thee Hubert fox the cafe is hard, 

To loofe faluation for a Kings reward. 

Hubert. My Lord,a fubie'ft dwelling in the land 
Is tied to execute the Kings command. ("further, 

Arthur Yet God commands, whofe power reacheth 
That no command fiiould ftand in force to murther. 

Hubert. But that fame eflence hath ordaind a law, 
Adeath for guilt, to keepe the world in awe. 

Arthur. I pleade, not guilty, treafonleffe and free. . 

F 2 Hubert 
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The trouble fome Ttyjgne 

Hubert. But that appcalc my Lord concernes not m 
Arthur. Why thou art faec that niaift omit the pcrin^ 
Hubert. I, ifmy Soucraigae would omit his q uar J, 
Arthur. His quarrell is vnhall©wed,falfe and wron ? 
Hubert. Then be the blame to whom it doth bclonj 
‘ Arthur. Why tbats to thee it thouas they procecdc 
Conclude their judgement with fo vilde a deede. * 
Hubert. Why then no execution can be lavviull, 

If judges doomes muft be reputed doubtful!. 

tArth. Yes, wherein forme ©flaw ifi place and <ti»e 
The offender is conuUfed of the crime. 

Hubert* My Lord, my Lard, this long exportation 
Heapes vp more griefe then promife of redreffe; 

For this 1 know, and fo refolu’d I end, * 

That fubie&s liucs on King* commands depend. 

I muff not reafon why he is your foe, 

But doc his charge fince he command s it fo. 

Arthur. Then do thy chatge,and charged be thy foule 
With wrongful! perfccuiion done this day. 

You rowlmgeyesjwhofefuperficies yet 
I doe behold with eyes that nature lent: 

Send forth the terror of your mouers frowne, 

To wreakc my wrong vpon the murrherers 
That rob me of your fair* reflc&irg view: 

Let hell to them (as earth they wifli to me) 

Be darke and direfull guerdon for their guilt. 

And let the blaoke tormenters of deepe Tart ary ? 
Vpbraid them with this damned enterprife. 

Infixing change of tortures on their foulcs. 

Delay not Hubert, my orifons are ended. 

Begin I pray thee, rcaue me of my (igWtr 
Buttoperforme a tragedie rndeedc. 

Conclude the period with a mortall flab. 
fonftance fare well, tormentor come away. 

Make mydifpatch theTy rantsfeaftmg day. 

^ Hubert - Ifaintjfeareoiy conftiencc bids defifh 
Faint did J fay.^fearc was it thatl named: 

My 
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of Kfng lohn. 

Mv King commands, that warrant fets me free f 
ButGod%rbids and he comcnandeth Kings, 

That great Comm ander counterchecks my charge, 

He ft ayes my hand, he maketh foft my heart, 

Goe curfed toolcs, yourofficeis exempt, 

Cheere thee young Lord, thou flsalt not lofcaneye. 
Though I fhould purchafe it with lofte of life. 

Ife to the King, and fay his will is done, 

And efthe languor tell him thou art dead, 

Goe in with me for Hubert was not borne 
To blindcthofelampes that Nature polifht fo. 

Arth. Hubert if tucr Arthur be in Bate, * 

Looke for ameuds of this recciued gift, 
Itookemycyefight by thy curtefie, 

Thoulentft them me, I will not be ingrate. 

But now procrartination may effend 
The iflue that thy kindncftc vndcr takes: 

Depart we Hubert to preuent the worft, Exeunt. 

^ter K.Iohn, EfTex,Salisbury,Pembrooke. 

John. Now warlike followers refteth ought vndonr. 
That may impeach vs of fond ouer fight? 

The French haue felt the temper of our fwords. 

Cold terror keepes pofTeflion in their foule*, 

Checking their ouerdaring arrogance 
For buckling with fo great an ouermateb. 

The arch prowd titled Prieft of Italy, 

That calls himfelfe grand Vicar vnderGod, , 

Isbuficd now with Trental! obfcquics, 

Malle and months mind dirge and I know not what/. 
To eafe their foulesin painfull Purgatory, 

Thai haue mifearried in thefe bloody warres. 

Heard you not Lords when fir ft his Holinclle 
Had ridings of our fmall account of him, . 

How with a taunt vaunting vponlus toes, 
Hevrgdearcafon why thehnglifh Aflc 
Dildaind the blelTed ordinance of Tome } ■ 

F 3 : The 




The troublefome Taigne 

The title (rcuerently might 1 inferre) 

Became the Kings that eatft haue borne the load, 

The flauifo weight of that controlling Prieft : 

Who at his pleafure tempered them like waxe 
To carry armes on danger ofhis curfe, _ 

Banding their foules with warrants 6f his hand. 

I grieue to thinke how Kings in ages part 
(Simply demoted to the Sea of Rome) 

Haue run into a thoufand ads ofOiame. 

But now for confirmation of our State, 

Sith we haue proind the more then neeedfc.il braunch 
That did oppreffethe true well growing flocke, 

It refteth we throughout our territories 
Be reproclaimed and inuefted King. . , 

My Liege^that were to bufie men with c.oubts, 
Once were you crown’d proclaim’d, and with applaufe 
Your Citie ftreetes haue ecchoed to the care, 

God fane the King, God faue our Soueraigne Iohn. 

Pardon my feare.my cenfure doth »™ errc ;> 

Your Highnefle not depos’d from Regan State, 

Would breed a mutirtic in peoples mmdes, 

What it fhould meane to haue you crownd againe. 

Iohn. T’ew^e^f .performe whatl haue bid thee dot, 
T-hou knowflr not what induceth me to this, 

E(f?x goe in and Lordings all be gone 
About this taske, I will.be cro wnd anon. 

Enter the Baftahd. 

Iohn. What n»we$, how doe the Abbots chelts. 

Are Friers fatter then'the Nunnes are faire? 

Whatcheere with Church-men, had tliey gol or no - 
Tel 1 me how hath thy office tooke effect. , 

'q>hil. My lord, I haue perform’d your Highnescharg 

The eafe bred Abbots, and the bare-foote Friers, 

The Monks,the' Priors„ahd holy cloyftred Nunnes, 

Are all in health, and were my lord in wealth, 

Till I had tythd and told their holy hcords. ^ 



of King Iohn . 

t jAnbt not when your High nefle fees my prize, 

Vnu may proportion all their former pride. ' r 
* r kn Why fb,now forts it r Phhp as it fliould : 

This f n all intrufion into Abbey tmnkes, 

Will make the Popelings excommunicate, 
rtirfe ban, and breath out damned onfons, 

Asthicke ashaile-ftonesforthe Springs approach : 

But yet as flurmelefle and without efFeft, 

As is the eccho of aCanons cracKe 
nifdiaredeagainft the battlements of heauen. 

But what newes elfc befell there Thihp ? _ . 

Bafr. Strange newes ray Lord: within your territories 
Neere Pomfret is a Prophet new fprung vp, 

Whofe diuination volleis wonders foot th : 

To him the Commons throng with Country gifts. 

He fets a date vnto the Beldames death, 

Prtfcribes how long the V irgins death fliall lift, 
Diftinguiflieth the mouing of the heauens, 

Giues limits vnto holy nuptial! rites, 

Foretelleth famine, aboundeth plenty forth : 

Of fate, of fortune, life and death he chats, 

Withfuch affurance, fcruples put apart, 

As if.he knew the certaine doomes of heauen. 

Or kept a Regifter of all the deftines 

M, Thou telft me maruels, would thou hadft brought 
the man, 

W c might haue queftiond him of things to come. 

Baft. My Lord, I tooke a care of had-l-wiff, 

And brought the Prophet with me. to the Court, 

He ftaies my Lord but at th e Prefence doore ; 

Pleafctli your Highnefle, I will call him in. 

Iohn. Nay flay While.we e’l haue him'here anone. 
Aching oft weight is firfc to be performed. 

Enter the . Nobles and crovone King lohu^and then cry 
God faue the King, 

’ t John, Lordings and friends fuppoiters of our Safe, 

Admi 
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t The troublefome T^aigne 

Admire not at this vnccuftom’d courfe, 

Nor in your thoughts blame not this deede of yours* 
Once ere this time was I inuefted King, 

Your fealtie fworse as Liegemeu to our ftate : 

O iKe fince that time ambitious weedes haue fprung 
To ftaine the beauty of our garden plot : 

But heauens in out conduft rooting thence 
The falfe intruders,breakersof worlds peace, 

Haue to our ioy.made fiwne-fhine chafe the ftormc. 

After the which, to try your conftancie, 

That now 1 fee is worthy of your names. 

We cran’d once more your helpcs for to inueft y* 

Into the right that enuy fought to wrackc. 

‘.Once was I not depofde.your former choyce; 

Now twice bcene crowned and applauded King ? 

Your cheered aft ion to inflall me fo, 

Infers aflured witntfleof your loues. 

And binds me ouer in a Kingly care 
To render loue with lone,re wards of worth 
To ballance downe requitall to the full. 

But thank es the while,thankcs Lordings to you all: 

Aske me and vfe me, trie me and finde me yours. 

EJfex. A boone my Lord,at vantage of your words 
We aske to guerdon all our loyalties. 

Femb. We take the time your Highnefle bids vsaskc: 
Pleafe it vou grant, you make your promife good, 

With ldfer lode then one fuperfluous haire 
That not remembred falkth fr'om your head. 

lehn, My wordis paft,receiue your boone myLords, 
What may it be ? Aslce it, and it is yours. 

EJfex. .We craue my Lord to pleafe the commons with 
The libertie ofLady Conjhtnre fonne : 

Whofe durance darkeneth your Highnefle right. 

As if you kept him prifoner,to the end 
Y our fdfe wt re doubtfull of the thing you haue. 

DimifTe him thence, your Highnefle needes not feare. 
Twice by.coufcBtyou are proclaim’d our King. 

Fembnohe 




of Kjng ffohn. 
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cp tm b. This if you grant, were all vnro -our good s 
For Ample people mufe you keepe him dofe . 

fob. Your words haue fearcht the center of my thoghfs. 
Confirming warrant of your loyalties, 

Diftnifle your counfell, fway my ftate, 

Let !o hn doe nothing, but by your contents, 
yyhy how now Philip what extafie is this ? 
yyhy cafts thou vp thy eyes to heauen fo? 

‘There fine Moones appear?. 

•Baft, See,fee my Lord, ftrange apparitions. 

Glancing mine eye to fee the Diadem 
Plac’d by the Biftiops on yofir Highnefle head, 

From forth a gloomy cloud, which curtaine-like 

Difplaid itfelfe, I fuddenlyefpied 

fiue Moones reflefting,as you fee them now : 

Eueninthe moment that the Crowne was plac’d 
Gan they appeare, holding the courle you fee. 

I oh. What might portend thefe apparitions, 

Vnvfuall fignes, forerunners ofeuent, 

Prefagers of ftrange terrors to the world : 

Belieue me Lords, the obieft feares me much. 

■ Philip, thou toldft me of a Wizard but of late. 

Fetch in the man to defcant of this fliow. 

Pemb. The heauens frowne vpon the finfull earth, 

When with prodigious vnaccuftom’d fignes 
1 hey fpot their fuperficies with fuch wonder. 

EJfex, Before the ruines of Ieruialem, 

Such meteors were the Enfignes of his wrath. 

That haft’ned to deftroy the faultfull towne. 

Enter the 'BaFtard with the Prophet . . 

lob. Is this the man ? 
s 4- It is my Lord. 

Prophet of Pomfret/or fo I heare thou art, 
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c The trouble fome %ajgne 

That calculate of many things to come : 

Who by a power repleat with heauenly gift, 

Canft blab the counfell of thy Makers will. 

If fame be true, or truth be wrong’d by thee. 

Decide in cyphcring,whatthefefiuc Moones 
Portend this clime, ifthey prefage at all. 

Breath out thy gift, and if 1 line to fee 
Thy diuination rake a true effeft, 

He honour thee aboue all earthly men. 

Pet. The skye wherein thefc Moones haue refidence, 
Prefenteth Rome the great AMctropo/is, 

Where fits the Pope in all his holy pompe. 

Foure of the moones prefent fotire prouinces, 

To wit, Spainc,Denmarkc, Germanic, and France, 
That bearetheyoke of proud commanding Rome, 
And (land in fcare to tctr.pt the Prelates curfc. 

The fmalkft tnoone that whirles about the reft. 
Impatient ©f the place he holds with them, 

Doth figure forth this Ifiand Albion, 

Who s,ins to fcorne the fea and feat of Rome, 

And feekes to fhunthcEdi&softhe Pope: 

This fhowes the hcauen,and this I doe auerre 
Is figured in the apparitions. 

lob. Why then it feewes the hcauens frni'e on vs, 
Giuing applaufe for leaning of the Pope. 

But for they chance in our Meridian, 

Doe they efteft no priuatc growihgili 
To be ioflnfted on vs in this clime ? 

Pa. Tha moones effeft no more than whatlfaiot 
But on fome other knowledge that I haue 
By my prefcience. crc Afccnfion day 
Haue brought the Sunne vnto his vfuall height, 

OfCrow r ne,Eftatc, and Royalldignity, 

Thou fhalt be clcane difpoylM and difpofieft. 

lob. Falle dreamer, periflt with thy witched nevves, 
Vdlaine thou wound ft me with thy fallacies: 
lf.it be true, die forthy tidings price* 
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of Kjngfolm. 

air, for fearing me with vainefuppofe: > 

Tffalfc, the yjj tch} hels damned lecretarie. 

Hen f. him vp fare, for by my faith I fweare, 

E° ck not true the wizard (hall not hue. 

?Sr°e afeeniron’ day : who faould be canfe heereof? 
rutoffthccaufe,and then the efteft will die. 

mr mv mercy femes to maime my felfe, _ 
lf\ l l o : e d y ot h Hue from whence thefe thornes fpring vp, 
mv promife paft for his deliuerie: _ 

I'oLe fiends, faile faith, the diuell doe withall, 

The brat (hall dye that terrifies me thus. 

Tem brooh and Effex, I recall my graunt, 

T will not buy your fauours with my feare: 

L v murmur not, my will is law enough, 

I loue you well, but if Ilou’d you better, 

I would not buy it with my dneontent. 

Enter Hubert. 

How now what newes with thee? 

Hub. According to your highnelleltrict command, 

Yo min' ^Ar: bars eyes are blinded and cxtir.Lt. 
fob?Wky foj then he may feele the crowne butneuer fee 
Hub. Nor fee nor feele, for of the extreame paine, (ft. 
Within one houre gaue he vp the ghoft. 

'job. What, is he dead? ^ 

Hub. Heismy Lord._ 

lob. Then with him dies my cares. 

Effex. Nqy ioy betide thy fouls. 

Tenth. And heartens reuenge thy death. 

Effex. What haue you done my Lord? Was euer heard’- 
A deed of more inhumane confequence? 

Your foes will curfe, your friends will cry reuenge. 
Vnkindly rage more rough then Northern wind *. , 

To clip the beauty of fo fweet a flower. 

What hope in vs for mercy, on a fault, 

When Kinfman dyes- without impeach ofcaufe, 

As you haue done fo come to cheere you with, . 

The guilt (hall neuerbccaft in my teeth,.. Exeunt. 

G :: lohn. 
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The troublefome T(ajgne 

Ioh. And are you gone? The diuell be yoiir 
Proud rebels as ye are to braue me fo : 5 4 

Saucie,vnciui!l checkers of my will. 

Your tongues giue edge vnto the fatall knife, 

That IhallhauepafTagc through your trait’rous throats 
But hufht, breath not bugs words too foone abroad 
Leaf! timepreuent the ifluc of my reach, 1 

Arthur is dead, I, there the corziue srrowes : 

But while he liu’d, the danger was the more; 

His death hath freed me from a thoufand fear cs 
But it hath purchaft me ten times ten thoufand foes. 
Why all is one,fuch lucke fhall haunt his game 
To whom the diuell owes an open fhame: 

His life a foe that leueld at my crownc. 

His death a frame to pull my building downe. 

My thoughts harpt Hill on quiet by his end, 
Wholiuingaymed fhrewdly at my rooroe: 

But to preuent that plea, twice was I crown’d. 

Twice did my fubie&s fweare me fealty, 

And in my confciencc lou’d me as their liege. 

In whofe defence they would haue pawnd their Hues. 
But now theylliun me as a Serpents fling, 

A tragyeke tyrant, fterneandpittilcffc. 

And notatitlefollowes after Iohn, 

But butcher, blood fucker, and murthercr. 

What Planet gouern’d my Nativity, 

T obode me Soueraigne types of high eftatc. 

So interlac’d with hellilh difeontent. 

Wherein fell fury hath no intereft. 

Curft be the crowne,chicfc author of my care,' 

Nay cur ft my will, that made the crowne my carer 
Curft be my birthday, curft tentimesthe wombe 
That yeelded me aliue into the world. 

Art thou there villaine: furies havnt thee ftill. 

For killing him whom all the world laments. 

Huh. Why heer’s my Lord your Highnes hand & fealc, 

Char- 




Charging on l* ucs re g aT< ^ f ® doe deed. 

Ioh. Ah dull conceipted Pcfant know ft thou not 
It was a damned execrable deed: 

Shewft® ea Scale? Oh villaine, both our foulcs 
Haue fold their freedotnc to the thrall of hell, 

Vndcr the warrant of that curfed Seale. 

Hence villainc,hang thy felfe.and fay in hell 
That I am comming for a Kingdome there. 

Hubert. My Lord, attend the happy tale I tellp 
Forheaucns health fend s«han packing hence 
That inftigates your highuefle to dcfpaire. 

If Arthurs death be difmall to be heard, 

Bandie the newes for rumors of vstruth: 

Hcliuesmy Lord.thefweetcft youth aliue, 

In health, with eyefight, not a hayre amifle. 

This heart took.c uigor from this forward hand, 

Making it weakc to execute your charge. 

Iohn. What, liucs heel then fweetc hope come home a- 
Chafehencc dcfpaire, the purueyor for hell. (gen, 
Hy e Hubert, tell thefe tidings to my Lords 
That throb in paftions for young Arthurs death: 

Hence Hubert fay not till thou haft rcueald 
The wilhed newes of Arthurs Happy health. 

I goemy felfe, the ioyfulftman aliue 

To fterie out this new fuppofed crime. Exeunt. 

The end ofthe firfl Putt. 
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To the Gentlemen Readers* 

T ile change lejfe purpofe of detcrminde Fate* 
Gives period to our care , or hearts content. 
When heau'ns fixt time for this or that hath end: 
Nor can earths pomp , orpollicie prevent 
The doome ordained in their fecret will. 

Gentiles , roe left King Iobn repleat with 6 life , 
That Arthur liude, whom he fuppofed flaine; . 
And Hubert podfling to returns thofe Lords, 
Who deem'd him dead, and parted di/content : 
Arthur himfelfe begins our later AB, 

Our All ef outrage, defy air e, fury, death ; 
Wherein fond r ajhne [femur dr eth firfl a Prince s 
And Monlftfh falfeneffepoyfreth lafl a King i 
Firfl Scene jhewes Ar thurs death in mfancte. 
And lafl concludes loh fat all Tragedies 




The fecond part of the trouble 

fomc Raigne of King lohn. 

Containing 

The entrance of Lewis the French Kings fime: 

With the poy fining of King\ ohn by 
a Alonke. 

Enter young Arthur on the walls. 

1 xTOw help e good hap ro further mine intent, 

j JN Croffe not my youth with any more extreames: 

I venture life to gaine my liberty, 

And if I die,worlds troubles haue an end. 

Fearc gins diflwade the ftrength of my refolue, 

My hold will faile,and thenalas I fall, 
AndifIfall?noqueftion deathisne^t : n 

!',» Better defift,and Hue inprifon ftill, 

Prifon faid 1 ? nay, rather death then (o: . 

Comfort and epurage come againe to me, 
lie venter fure : tis but a leaps for life. 



He Icapesytnd h reefing his bones ytfter he was from 
his tratincfjfpeakgs thus J 

HoejWhois.nighPfomebody takemevp. * 

Where is my. mother ? let mefpeake with her.j 
Who hurts me thus ? fpsake hoe, where are. you gone? 

Ah me poore Arthur , I am here alone. 

Why call’d I mother, how did 1 forger ? 

My fall, my fall, hath kill’d my mothers (bnne. 

How will (lie weepe at tidings of my death ? 

My death indeed, O God, my bones are burft, 

H Sweete 
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1 Khe trouble fome r Raigne 

Sweet left* fa ue my foule.forgiue my rafo attempt,, 
Comfort my mother, foield her from defpaire. 

When foe Ihall heare my tragycke ouerthrow. 

My heart controls the office of my tongue, 

My vitall powers forfake my brufed truncke, 

I die, l die.heauen take my fleeting foule. 

And Lady mother all good hap to thee. Hediei, 

Enter r Petnbroek<? t Salisburie, E (fex. 

£fex. My Lords of Pembrooke and of Salisbury, 

We tnuft be carefull in our policy, 

T o yndermine the keepers of this place, 

Elfe (hall we ncuer finde the Prin ces graue. • 

Pemb. My Lord of Efex , take no care for that, . 

I warrant you it was not clofely done. 

But who is this ? loe Lords the withered flowre, . 

Who in his life filin' J like the mornings blufo; 

Call out a doore,dcni’d his buriall right, 

A prey for birds and beaftsto gorge vpon. 

Salisb. O ruthfull fpe&acle ! O damned deed.* 

My finewes (hake, my very heart doth bleed. 

EJfex. Leauechildifh teares braue Lords of England, 
If water-floods could fetch his lifeagaine, 

My eyes fliould conduit forth a fea of teares. 

If fobs would hclpe,or forro wes ferue the turne, . 

My heart Ihould volley out deepe piercing plaints.- . 

But bootlefle weret to breath as many fighes 
As might ecclipfe the brighteft Sommers Sunne, 

Here r efts the hclpe,a feruice tohis Ghoft.. - 

Let not tire tyrant caufer ofthis dole, 

Liue to triumph in ruthfull maflacres, 

Giue hand and hearr,and Englifomen to arme?, 

T is Gods decree to wreake vs of thefe harmes. 

Temb. The beft aduife ; but who comes polling here ? 

Enter 
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of King John. 

Enter Hubert. 

Rj*ht noble Lords, I fpeake vnto you all. 

The King entreats your fooneft fpeed 
To vifit him, who on your prefent want, 
pidban and curfe hisbirth,himfelfeand me # 

Forexecuting ofhisftrid command. 

I fa w his paffion,and at fitted time, 

Rflur’dhim ofhiscoufins being fafe, 

Whom pitty would not let me doe to death : 

He craues your company my Lord in haft, 

Jo whom I will conduit young Arthur ftraight. 

Who is in health vnder my ctiftody. 

Efex. In health bafe villaine , were’t not I leauethe 
To Gods reuenge.to whom reuenge belongs, ( crime 

Here fliould’ft thou perifli on my rapiers point. 

Call’ll thou this health ? fuch healch betide thy friends. 
And all that are- of thy condition. 

Hub. My Lords, but heare me fpeake, and kill me then, 
If here I left not this young Prince aliue, 

Maugre the hafty Editft of the King, 

Who gaue me charge to put out both his eyes, 

That God that gaue me liuing to this houre. 

Thunder reuenge vpon me in this place : 

And as-Itendred him with earned loue, 

So God loue me, and then I (ball be well. 

Sol. Hence traitor hence, thy cotanfell is herein. Exit. Hub. 
Some in this place appointed by the King, 

Hauethrowne him from this lodging here aboue, 

Andfure the murther hath beene newly done. 

For yetthe body is not fuliy cold. 

Ejfex. How fay you Lords (ball we with fpeed dilpatch 
Vnder our hands a packet into France, 

To bid the Dolpin enter with his force, 
o chime the kingdome for his proper right, 
is title maketn law' full ftrength thereto, 

“Glides, the Popcon perill of his curfe, 

H 2 Hath 






260 270 280 290 300 




i ! 



'The troublefome c Raigne 

Hath bard vs of obedience vnto John, 

This hatefull murder, Lewis his truedefcent, * s 
The holy charge that we receiu’d from Rome, 

Are weightie reafonsjfyou like my reed. 

To make vs all perfeuer itrthis deed. 

Pemb. My Lord of Ejfex, wcU haueyou aduis*d 
I will accord to further you in this. 

Sails. And Salisbury will not gainefay the fame : 

But aide that courfe as farre forth as he can. 

Ejfex. Then each of vs fend ftraight to his allies 
To 'yin them to this famous enterprife : 

And let vs all y clad in Palmers weed. 

The tenth of Aprill at S. Edmunds Bury 
Meet to couferrc,and on the altar there 
S weare fecrecy and aid to this aduife. 

Meane while,let vs conuey this body hence. 

And giue him bumll,as befits his Rate, 

Keeping his moneths mind, and his oblequis 
With folemne intercefiion for his foule. 

How fay you Lordings,are you all agreed ? 

Pemb . The tenth of Aprill at S. Edmunds Burie. 

God letting not, I will not faile the time. 

Ejfex. Then let vs all conuey the body hence. Extmu 

Enter K .Yo\\n,with two or three ,and the 'Prophet. 

Ioh. Difturbed thoughts, foredoomers of mine ill, 
Did: rafted paflxons.fignes of growing harmes, 

Strange prophecies of imminent mifhaps. 

Confound my wits, and dull my fenfesfo. 

That euery obieft thefemine eyes behold, 

Seesjne inftruments to bring me to my eud . 

Alccnfion day is como, John feare not then 
The prodigies that pi at ling Prophet threats. . 

Tis come indeed : ah were it fully. paft, 

Then were I carekfle of a thoufandicares. 

The 



r 



of Kjng Iohn. 

The Diall tels me, it is t weluc at noonc. 

Were twelue at midnight pall, then might I vaunt, 

Falfe feers prophefies of no import. 

Could I as well with this right hand of mine 
Remouethe Sunnefrom our Meridian, 

<Vnto the moonefled circle of th’antipodes. 

As turne this fteele from twelue to twelue agen* 

Then Iohn y the date offatall Prophefies, o 
Should with the Prophets life together end. 

But mult a cadunt inter calicem fupremaque labra. 

<j>eter,vnfay thy foolifh doting dreame, 

And by the crowne of England heere I fweare, - 
To make thee great, and greateft of thy kin. .... 

Peter. King /^.although the time Ihaue prefenb'd 
Be but twelue houres remaining yet behind, 

Ytt doe l know by infpiration, ^ 

Ere that fixt time be fully come about, 
liitiolokn fhallnot bcKmgasheeretoforc. 

Iohn. Vainc buzzard, what mifchance can chance f® 
To fet a King befide his regall feat ? 

My heart is good, my body palling ftrong, 

My Land in peace, my enemies fubdu’d, 

Gnely my Barons ftormeat Arthurs death, 

But Arthur huts, I,there the challenge growes, 

Were he difpatchd vntohis longeft home, 

Thenweve the Kingfecureofthoufand foes. 

Hubert whatncweswiththee,whcrearc my Lords ?_ 

Hub. Hard newes my Lord, Arthur the louely Prince, 
Seeking to efcape oucr the Cafile walles. 

Fell headlong downe, and in the curfed fall 
He brake his bones, and therebefore the gate 
Your barons found him dead and breathlelTe quite. 

Ioh. Is Arthur dead; then Hubert without more words 
hang the Prophet. 

Away with fV/«r,yiliaine out of my fight, 

I am dcafe, be gone* let him net fpeaks a word. 

H 3 Now 
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The troublefome T^aigne 

Now Tohn } thy fcares arc vanifht into fmoakc, 

' .A-fW is dead, thou guiltlefleof his death. 

Sweet youth, but that I ftriued for a crowne, 

I could haue well afforded to thine age. 

Long life and happinefte to thy content. 

Enter the Baftard. 

O 

Joh. Philip what newes with thee? 

Arf/.Thenewes I heard was Teters prayers, 

Who wifht like fortune to befall vs all: 

And with that word the rope his latcft friend, 

Kept him from falling headlong to the ground. 

Ioh. There let him hang, and be theRaucns food 
While lohn triumphs in fpitc of Prophefies. 

But whats the tydmgs from the Popelings now? 

What fay thcMonkesandPrieftsto our proceedings? 
Or wheres the Barons that fo fodainly 
Did leaue the King vpon a fal fefurmife? 

Baft. The Prelates ftorme, & thirft for fharpereuenge: 
But plcafe your Maiefly, Were that the worft 
It little skild: a greater danger growes. 

Which mud be weeded out with carcfull fpeed, 

Or all is l©ft;for all is leuel’d at, 

Ioh. More frights and feat es: what ere thy tidings bee, 
I am prepar’d, then Philip, quickly fay; 

Mcane they to murther or imprifon me, 

To giue my Crowne away to Rome or France: 

Or will they each of them become a King? 

Worfethan I thinke it is,it cannot be. 

Bqfl. Not worfc my Lord,but euery whit as bad. 

The Nobles haue eletffed Aw;? King, 

Inright of Lady Blanch, your neecc, his wife: 

His landing i.v expefted euery houre, 

T he Nobler, Commons, Clergie, all Eftates, 

Incited chiefly by the Cardinal!, 

Tun- 
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of King lohn. 

pandulph that lies here Legate for the Pope, 

Tliinke long to fee their new elt tted King. 

And for vadpubted proofe.fcc heere my Liege, 

Letters to roc from your Nobility, 

To be a partie in this ad ion: 

VVho vnder (hew of fained holincfTe, 

/\ppointtheir meeting at S. Edmundr~Bary, 

There to confult, confpirc,and conclude 
The ouerthrow and downefall of your State. 

Ioh. Why fo itmuft bc,one houre of content. 
Match’d with amoncth of paffionate effeds. 

Why fliiocs theSunne to fauour this confort? 

Why doe the windes not breakc their brazen gates. 

And fcatter all thefe periut’d complices, 

Witball their counfels and their damned drifts? 

But fee the welkin rolleth gently on. 

There’s not a lowringdowd doth frowneon them; 
Thehcauen,the earth,the funne,themoone,and all, 
Confpire with thofe confederates my decay. 

Then hell for me, if any power be there, 

Forfake that place, and guide me flep by flep, - 
Topoyfon,flrangle,tnurtherin their fleps 
Thefc tray tors: oh that name is too good for them. 

And death iseafie j is there nothing worfc, 
Towrcakeme on this prowd peace-breaking crew? 
Whatfayftthou Philip? why afsifts thou not? 

Baft. Thefe curfcs (good my Lord) fit not the feilon.* 
Help muft defeend from heauen againft this treafon? 

Joh. Nay,rhou wiltproueatraytorwith the reft/ 
Goeget thee to them, fliame come to you all. 

'Baft, I would be loth to leaueyou HighnefTethus, 
Yet you command.and though grieu’d,will goe. 

Ioh. Ah Thilip , whither go’ft thou? come a^aine. 

Baft My Lord, thefe motions areaspallions ofamad 
l°b. A mad mm r Philit>, I am mad indeed, 

My heart is maz’d, my fenfes all foredone? 



(man. 
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The trouhlefome %ajgne 

And John of England now is quite vndone. 

Was euerKing as I oppreft with cares? 

Dame Elinor my noble mother Qucene, 

My oncly hope and comfort in diftrefic, 

Is dead,and England Excommunicate, 

And l am interdicted by the Pope, 

All Churches curft, their dores are fealed vp„ 

And for the plcafure of the Romifti Pricft, 

The feruicc of the Higheft is neglefted, 

Themultitude (a bcaft ofmany heads) 

Dee wifh confufion to their foucraignej 
The Nobles bunded with abitions fumes, 

Aflemble powers to beate mine Empire dovvne, 

And more than this, eledl a forreine King. 

O England* wert thou eucr miferable. 

King Iohn of England fees thee miferable : 

John, tis thy finnes that makes it miferable, 
QuiccpuiddehruMt Reges plettuntur tsfchitsii 
Philippi thou hart eucr lou’d thy King, 

So fhow it now; poff to S« Sdmunds-Bury, 

Dillemble with the Nobles, know their drifts. 
Confound their diuilifh plots and damn’d deuifes. 
Though Iohn befaultie, yetlet fubiefts beare. 

He will amend and right the peoples wrongs. 

A mother though fhewere vnnaturall. 

Is better then the kindeft rtep-dameis: r 

Lct’neuer Englifliman truft forreine rule. 

Then Philip fhew thy fealty to the King, 

Andmongs the Nobles plead thou for the King. 

r £*fi. I goe my Lord: fee how he is diftraught, 
Thisisthccurfed Prieft of Italy 
Hath heap’d thefemifehiefes on this haplcfleLand. 
Now ‘Phi-bp, had ft thou T ullies eloquence. 

Then mightft thou hope to plead withgood fuccefTe. 
Job. Andart thou gone? fucccfle may follow rhcc: 

Thus haft thou fhcw’dtby kindnefle totheKing- 

Sirra, 

if 

t 



of lying Iohn , 



Sirra.iti haft goe greet the Cardinal!, 

<p M inlph I meane,the Legat from the Pope. 

Sjy that the King defires to fpeake with him. 
flour John bethinke thee hour thou m aift refolue : 

And if thou wilt continue Englands King, 

Tfeacaft about to keepe thy Diademe ; 
for life and land and all is leuel’d at. 

The Pope of Rome, tis he that is the cauls, 

He eurfeth thee, he fets thy fubie&s free 
From due obedience to their Soueraigne : 

He animates the Nobles in their warres, 

Hegiues away the Crown to Philips fonne. 

And pardons all that feeke to murther thee : 

And thus blind zeale is ftill predominant. 

Then !thn there is no way to keepe thy Crowne, 

But finely to difiemble with the Pope : 

That hand that gaue the wound muft giue the faluc, 

To cure the hurt.elfe quite incurable. 

Thy finnes are farre too great to be the man 
T’abolifli Pope, and Popery from thy Realme : 

Butin thy feate,if'I may guelle at all. 

AKing fhall raigne,that fliall fupprefle them all. 

Peace Iohn, here comes the Legate of the Pope, 

Dilfemble thou,and wbatfoere thou fai’ft, * 

Yet with thy heart with their confufion. * 

Enter Pandulph. 

J M ; ^ow M»,vuworthy man to breath on earthy, 
viu . ®PP u 8 ne againfb thy mother Church : 

Why am I fenc for to thy airfed felfe ? 

ponmy knce^i pardon craue of thee, 

Anddoefubmit me to the fea of-Rome, 

Ajdvwfor penance of my high offence. 

I . 
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The trouhlefome %ajgne 

To take on me the holy Crofle of Chrift, 

And carry Armes in holy Chriftian warres. 

Tand. No lohn, thy crowching and disenabling thus 
Cannot deceiuc the Legate of the Pope, 

Say what thou w ilt,l will not credite thee.: 

Thy Crowne and Kingdome both aretane away, 

And thou art curft without redemption. 

lob. Accurft indeed to kneelc to fuch a drudge, 

And get no helpe with my fubmiflion, 

Vnflieath thy fword.and flay the mifprowd Prieft 
That thus triumphs ore thee a mightie King : 

No M»,fubmit againe,diflemb!e yet. 

For Priefts and Women muft be flattered. 

Yet holy Father thou thy felfe doft know. 

No time too late for finners to repent, 

Ablolue me then, and John doth fweare to doe 
The vttermoft what euer thou demandft. 

pand. lohn , now I fee thy hearty penitence, 

I rue and pitty thy diftreft eftate. 

One way is left to reconcile thy felfe. 

And onely one which I fliall fliew to thee. 

Thou muft (urrender to the (ea of Rome 
Thy Crowne and Diadem, then fliall the Pope 
Defend thee from rh'inuafion of thy foes. 

And where his Holineffe hath kindled France,, 

And fet thy fubiefts hearts at warre with thee. 

Then fliall he curfe thy foes and beate them downe, 

T hat feeke the difeontentment of the King. 

loh From bad to worfe.or I muft loofe my Realms, 
Or giue my Crowne for penance vnto Rome : 

A mifery more piercing then the darts 
That breakefromburning exhalations power. 

What, fliall I giue my Crowne with this right hand ? 
No : with this hand defend thy Crowne and thee. 
What newes with thee ? 

Enter 




Enter Mejfenger. 

PJeafe it your Maieftie , there is deferied on the coaft of 
Kent an hundred Sayle of Shippes , which of all men is 
thought to be the French fleet, vnder the condmft of the 
Dolphin / 0 that it puts the country in a mutiny, fo they 
fend to your Grace for fuccour. 
jC. fob. How now Lord Cardinal!, what’s your beft ad- 
Thefe mutinies muft be allaid in time, (uife? 

By policy or headftrong rageat leaft. 
j o M«,thefe troubles tyre thy wearied foule. 

And like to Lma in a fad Eclipfe, 

So are thy thoughts and paflions for this newes. 

Wcllmay it be, when Kings are griened fo. 

The vulgar fort worke Princes ouerthrow. 

Card.YL.hhnfox not effecting of thy plighted vow. 

This ftrange annoyance happens to thy Land : 

Bntyet be reconcil’d vnto the Church, 

And nothing fliall be grieuous to thy ftate. 

lob. Oh Paml(e/pb } be it as thou haft decreed, 
lohn will not (purne againft thy found aduife, 

Come lets aw ay, and with thy helpe I trow, 

1 My Rcalme fliall flouri£h,and my Crowne in peace. 

Enter the »0£/<r.f,Pernbrooke l Eflex,Chefter,Bew'- 
champe, Clare, with others . 

r Pcmb. Now fweet .S’. Edmund, holy Saint in heauen^ 
Whofe Shrine is facred,high efteem’d on earth, - 
Infufe a conftant zealein all our hearts, 

To profecute this aft of mickle weight, 

Lord Bapchmmpe fay, what friends haue yon procur’d? ; 

Bavcb. The L, Fitz-Water, ~L. Percy find L 'EpJJ'e, 

Vow’d meeting here this day the leuenth houre.' 

EJfex. Vnder the cloke of holy pilgrimage, . 
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( The trwblefome %ajgne 

Bv that fame houre on warrant of their faith, 

Philip Plant aginet, a bird of fwifteft wing, 

Lord E u ftaucej Vefcy, Lord Crejfy,znd Lord ALonbcry 
Appointed meeting at S. Edmunds flume. 

' r Pemh. Vntill their prefence,Ile conceale my tale 
Sweete complices in holy Chriftian afts, 

That venture for the purchafe of renowne. 

Thrice welcome to the league of high refolue, 

T hat pawne their bodies for their (oules regard. 

SJfex, Now wantcth but the reft to end this worke 
In Pilgrimes habite comes our holy troupe 
A furlong hence, with fwift vnwoonted pace, 

May be they are the petfons you expeft . 

Pemb. With fwift vnwoonted gate, fee what a thing is 
That fpurs them on with feruence to this fhrine, (zeal?" 
Now ioy come to them for their true intent : 

And in good time, here come the war-men all, 

That fweate in body by the minds difeafe : 

Hap and hearts-eafe braue Lordings be your lot. 

Enter the Bafiard Philip, &c. 

Amen my Lords, the like betide your lucke. 

And all that trauell in a Chriftian caufe. . 

Etfex } Cheerely repli’d braue branch of Kingly ftocke, 
A right Plentaginet fliould reafon fo. 

But filetice Lords, attend yourcommings caufe : 

The feruile yoke that pained vs with toyle. 

On ftrong in ft i nft hath fram’d this con uenticle. 

To eafe our neckes of feruitudes contempt. 

Should I not name the foeman of our reft, 

Whichot you all fo barren in conceite. 

As cannot leuell at the man I meane ? 

But [eft Enigtn’sfliadow Chining truth, 

Plaintly to paint, as truth requires no art. 

Th’etflft ofrhis refort importeth this, 

T o roote and cleane extirpate tyrant John, 

Tyrant I fay appealing to the man, 




of King John. 

If any here that loues him, and I aske, 

What kind (hip, lenitie,or chriftian raigne, 

Rules in the man to barre this foule impeach? 

Firft I inferre the Qhefiers banishment: 
for reprehending in mod vnchriftian crimes. 

Was fpeciall notice of a tyrants will. 

But were this all,the diuell fliould be fau’d. 

But this the leaft of many thoufand faults, 

That circumftance with ley fure might difplay.' 

Our priuate wrongs no parcell of my tale 
Which now in prefence, but for fome great caufe 
Might wifli to him as to a mortall foe. 

But (hall I clofe the period with an aft 
Abhorring in the eares oi Chriftian men: 

Hiscoufins death, that (weet vnguilty childe, 

Vntiinely butcherd by the tyrants meanes, 

Heere are my proofes as cleere as grauell brooke. 

And on the fame I further muft inferre. 

That who vpholds a tyrant in his courfe. 

Is culpable of all his damned guilt. 

To (hew the which is yet to be defcrib’d. 

My Lord of Pembrooke , (hew what is behinde, 

Onely 1 fay, that were there nothing elfe 
To moue vs, but the Popes moft dreadftill curfe, 

Whereof we are a(fured,if wee faile. 

It were enough to inftigatevs all. 

With earneftnefle of fpirit,to feeke a meane 
Todifpoflefle lohn of his regiment. 

Pemb. Well hath my Lord of Efllx told his tale. 

Which I auei re for moft fubftantiall truth. 

And more to make the matter to our minde, 

I fay that Lewis in challenge of his w ife, 

Hath title of an vncontrouled pica. 

To all that iongeth to our Englifli crowne. 

Short tale to ma ke, the Sea Apoftolike, 

Hath oftred dilpenfation for the fault. 

1 3 m 






210 







250 






290 300 







< The troublefome 'Tgdjgne 

If any be, as truft me none I know, 

By planting Lewis in the Vfurpefs roome : 

That is the caufe of all our prelence here. 

This on the holy Altar we proteft, 

To aide the right of Lewis with goods and life, 
Who on our knowledge is in armes for England, 
What fay you Lords ? 

Sal. As Pembrooke faith, affirmeth Salisbury ; 
Faire Lavish France thatfpoufed Lady 'Blanch , 
Hath title of an vnconrroulcd ftrength 
To England, and what longeth to the Crowne: 

In right whereof, as we are true inform’d. 

The Prince is marching hitherward in armes. 

Our purpofe, to conclude that with a word. 

Is to inueft him as we may deuile, 

King of our countrey ,in the tyrants ftead: 

And fo the warrant on the Altar fworne, 

And (o the intent for which we hither came. 

Baft. My Lord of Salisbury, l cannot couch 
My fpeeches with the need full words of art, 

As doth befeeme in fuch a waighty worke, 

But what my confcience and my duty will, 

I purpofe to impart. 

For Chcfiers exile, blame his bufie wit, 

Thatmedled where his duty quite forbade: 

For any priuate caufes that you haue, 

Me thinkes they fhould notmount to fiich a height; 
As to depofe a King in their reuenge. 

For Arthurs death, K}. 'John was innocent, 

He defperate was the deathfman to himfelfe. 
Which you,to make a colour to your crime, 
Vniuflly doe impute to his default, 

But where fel T raitorifme hath rcfidence. 

There wants no words to fet delpight on worke. 

1 fay tis {hame,and worthy all reproofe. 

To wreft fuch petty wrongs in tearmes of right, 



of I\ing fobn. 



AgainlV 



.. „ a inR; a King annointed by the Lord. 

\VhV Salsburie admit the wrongs are true, 

Yet fubie&s may not take in hand reuenge, 

And rob the hcauens of their proper power, 
vviierefmeth heeto whom reuenge belongs. 

And doth a Pope, a Prieft,a man of pride, 

(}iuc charters for the Hues of lawfull K.mgs, 

What can he blefle.or who regards his curfe, 
gut fuch as giuc to man, and takefromGod? 

I fpeake it in the fight of God aboue, 

Theres not a man that dyes in your beleefe. 

But fels his foule perpetually to paine. 

Aid LewV,lc3uc God, kill John , pleafe hell, 

Make hauock of the welfare of your foules. 

For iieerc lleane you in the fight of hcauen, 

A troope of tray tors food for hcllifh fiends; 

If you dcfifl,thcn follow me as friends, , 

If notthen doc your worft as hatefull tray tors. 

For Lewis his l ight, alas tis too too lame, 

A fesfletfe claimc, if truth bee titles friend. 

In briefe if this be caufe ofour rcfort, 

Our pilgrimage is to the Diucls fiirine. 

I came not Lords toKoupe as tray tors doc, 

Nor will I counfcll in fo bad acaufc: 

Pleafe you returne, we goe againe as friends, 

Ifnot,I to my King,& you where traitors pleafe. Exit. 

Vcrcie. A hot young man.and fo my Lords proceed, 
Ilet him goe, and better loft than found. 

n?€Tnb% What fay you Lords, will all the reft proceed, 
Will you all with me fweare vpon the Alter, 

That you’l to death, bee aid to Lewis and enemy to John*. 
Euery man lay his hand by mine,in witnes of his harts ac- 
Well then,eueiy man to armes tomcct theKing, (cord. 
Who is already before London. 

Enter LMeffenger, 

SPemb. What newes Hcrauid? 
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The troublefome ^Rgjgne 

Tlie right Chriftian Prince my mafter, Lewis of Fran 
is at hand,comming to vifit your Honours,djreded 
by the right honourable Richard Earle of .Bigot »•« her 
ferre with your honours. * t0 COt1 ' 

Pemb. How neereis hisHighnefle? 

Mef. Ready to enter yoar prefence. 

Enter Lewis, Earle Bigot, with his troupe. 

Faire Lords of England, Lewis falutesyoualE 
As friends, and firme welwillers ofhis weale, 

At whole requeft from plenty-flowing France 
Croffing the Ocean with a Southerne gale, * 

He is in perfbn come at your commands, 

T o vndertake and gratify withall. 

The fulnefle of yonr fauours proffered him. 

Rut worlds braue men omitting promiles, 

Till timebe minifter ofmore amends, 

I mult acquaint you with our fortunes courfe. 

The heauens dewing fauours on my head, 

Haue in their condud fafe with vidory, 

B i ought me along your well manured bounds. 

With final! repulfe,and little crolle of chance. 

Your City Rochefter with great applaufe. 

By Tome diume inftind laid armes afider. 

And from the hollow holes of Thamefis 
Eccho apace replied, U Roy, ’ 

From thence along'the wanton rowling glade 
To Troynouant, your fairc Metropolis, 

With lucke came Lewis to fhew his troopes of France, 
Waning our Eufignes with the dallying winds, 

Tne -cai efbll obieft of fell downing warrej 
Where after feme affanlt, and finall defence, 

Heauens may- 1 lay, and not my warlike troupe. 

Tempted their hearts to take a friendly foe . 

Within the compaffe of their highbuilt wals. 

Gluing me title, as itfeemd they wifli, 

Thu* 
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Thus fortane fLordsJ ads to your forwardnefle, 
jvleanesof content, in lieu of former griefe: 

And may 1 lifl e but to requite you all, 

Worlds wifli were mine in dying noted yours. 

Salif Welcome the balme that cloleth vp our wounds, 
The foueraigne medcine for our quick recure. 

The anchor of our hope, the only prop, 

^hereon depends our lines, our lands,our weale. 

Without the which.as Iheepe without their heard, 

(Except a Ihepheard wincking at the wolfe) 

Weftray,we pine,we run to thoufand harmes. 

Komaruell then, though with vnwonted ioy, 

We welcome him that beateth woes away . 

Lew. Thankestoyou all of this religious League, 

A holy knot of Catholicke content. 

I cannot name you Lordings, man by man. 

But like a ftranger vnacquainted yet, 

In generall l promife faithful! loue: 

Lord Bigot brought me to S Edmunds fhrine, 

Giuing me warrant ofa Chriftian oath, 

That this affembly came deuoted heere, 

Tofweare according asyourpackets lliow’d, 

Homage and loyall feruice to our fdfe, 

I need not doubt the luretie of your wills. 

Since well I know for many of your la kes, 

TheTownes haue yeelded on their owne accords: 

Yet for a fafhion.not for misbeliefe, 

Myeyesmuft wirnefle,and theleeares muftheare 
Your oath vpon the holy Altar fworne. 

And after march to end our commings caute. 

If That we intend no other then good truth. 

All that are prelent of the holy league. 

For confirmation of our better truft, 
ji prefence °fhis Highnetle, fweare with me, 

w Icquel that my felfe fhall vtter heere. 

K I Thomas 
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The trouble fame Tfajgne 

I Thomas Plantaginet, Ear Ie of Salisbury, fwearevu 
the Altar, and by the holy army of Saints, homage and af 
legeance to the right Chrifttan Prince Lewis of France t 
true and rightfull King to England, Cornewall, and Wak* 
and to their territories: in the defence whereof, I yp on th 
holy Altar fweare ail forwardneife. All the Eng. Lo.fataf 

As the noble Earle hath fvorne, fo fweare we all,’ ** 

Lew. I re Pc affured on your holy oath. 

And on this Altar in like fort Efweare 
Loue to you all and Princely recompence 
To guerdon yourgood wills vntothe full. 

And (luce I am at this religious flirine. 

My good welwillers giue vs leaue awhile, 

To vfefome Grizonsour feluesapart. 

To all the holy company of Heaucn, 

That they willfmile vpon our purpofes. 

And bring them to a fortunate euent. 

Sxiif, W e leaue yoaf HighndTe to your good intent. 

Exeunt Lords of England. 

Lew. Now V icount CMtloun , what remaines behind ? 
Truft tne t hefe T raytbrs to their Soueraigne State, 
i Are not to be bdeeu’d in any fort.- 
' Mtloun. Indeed my Lord, they that infringe theiroths,. 
And play the Rebels gain ft their natiue King, 

Will for as little caufe reuolt from yor , 

If euer opportunity incite them lb: 

For once forfworne, and neuer after found, 

There’s no affiance after periury . 

Lew. Well well, lets Cnooth wich themawhihj, 

Vntill we hatte as much as they can doe: 

And when- their vertue is exhaled drie, 

lie hang them for the guerdon of their helper 

Mcane while weele vfethem as a pretiouspoyfon, . 

To vndertake the ifTue of our hope.. 

Fr. Lo. Tis policy (my Lord) cobaiedurhookes 
With merry (miles, and promife of much weight: 
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iintwhcn your Highnerfe needeth them no more. 

Tj s <rood make fure worke with them, left indeede 

They P r0ue t0 y° u as t0 t ^ ie,r natura h King. 

helm* Truft mee my Lord , right well haue you ad- 
ycnotne for vfebut neuer for a fport (uifde ; 

j st0 be dallied with, left it inffed. 

Were you inftald,as foone I hope you (lull : 
free from traitors, and difpacch them all. 

Lewis, That fo I msane,I fweare before you all 
On this fame Alter.and by heauens power. 

There’s not an Englilb traitor of them all, 

John once difpatcht,and I faire Englands King, 

Shall on his (boulders beare his head one day. 

But I will crop it for their guilts defert : 

Nor fliall their heires enioy their Seigniories, 

But periibby their parents foule amide. 

This baue I fworne.and this will I performe, • 

If ere 1 come vntothe height 1 hope. 

Lay downc your hands and fweare the fame with me. 

The French Lords fweare. 

Why fo, now call them in, and fpeake them faire, 

A finile of Freewill feed an Englifh foole. 

Beare them in hand as friends for fo they be : 

Butinthe heart like trayrorsas they are. 

Enter the Engli/ls Lords. 

Nov famous followers.chieftanes of the world, 

Haue welblicitcd with hearty prayer 
The heaucn in fauour of our high attempt. 

Leaue we this place, and march we with our power 
loroufe the tyrant from his chiefeft hold : 

And when our labours haue a profprous end. 

Each man (ball reape the fruit of his delert. 

And fo refolu'd,braue followers let vs hence. 

K 2 Eater 
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The troublefome Taigne 



Enter Af.Iohn, Baftard, Pandulph t andmany 
rriefiswith them. 

Thus lohn , thou artabfolmd from all thy finnes 
And freed by order of our Fathers curie. 

Receiue thy Crowne againe with this prouifo, 

That thou remaine true liegeman to the Pope, 

And carry armesin right of holy Rome. 

/oh, I hold the fame as tenant to the Pope, 

And thanke your holinelfe for your kindndle fliewne. 

Philip. A proper ieft, when Kings muft ftoop to Friers 
Need hath no law, when Friers muft be Kings. 1 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

(JMeJf. Plealfe it your Maicftie,the Prince of France 
With all the Nobles of you Graces Land 
Are marching hitherward ja good array. 

Where ere they fet their foot, all places yeeld; 

Thy Land is theirs.and not a foot holds out 
But DouerCaftle which is hard befiegd. 

Pan. Feare not King lohn, thy kiogdome is the Popes, 
And they (lull know his Holinelfe hath power,. 

To beate them foone from whence he hath to doe. 

Drums and Trumpets. Enter Lewis, Melun, Salisbury, 
Eifex, Pembrooke.W,*//^ Nobles from 
France W England. 

Lewis. Tandu/ph, as gaue his Holinefle in charge, 
do hath the Dolphin muftred vp his troupes, 

And wonne thegreateft part of all this Land, 

But ill becomes your Grace Lord Cardinal], 

Thus to cpmierfe with that is accurft. 

Paul 
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pan, Lewis of France, victorious Conqueror, 

\Vhofe fword hath made this Hand quake for feare; 

Thy forwardnelTe to fight for holy Tdpme, 

Shall be remunerated to the full : 

gut know my Lord, K. lohn is now abfblu’d. 

The Pope is pleas’d the Land is bleft agen, 

And thou haft brought each thing to good effeft. 

Itlefteth then that thou withdraw thy powers, 

And quietly returne to France againe. 

For all is done the Pope would wifii tljee doe. 

Lewis. But als not done that Lewis came to doe. 

Why Pandulph , hath King Philip lent his lonne 
And beene at fuch excefliue charge in warres. 

To be dilmift with words? King lohn fhall know, 

England is mine, and he vfurps my right 

'Land. Lewis I charge and thy, complices 
Vpon the paine of Pandulphs holy curfe, 

Thatthou withdraw thy powers to France againe, 

And yeeld vp London and the neighbour townes 
That thou haft taue in England by thy fword. 

Melun. Lord Cardinality Lewis princely leaue, , 

It can bt nought but vfurpation 

In thee, the Pope, and all the Church of Rome, 

Thus to infulc on Kings of Chriftendome, 

Now with a word to make them cary armes, 

Then with a word to make them leaue their armes. 

This muft not be; Prince Lewis keepe thine owne. 

Let Pope and Popelings'curfe their bellies full . 

. Baft, My Lord of Melm/w hat title had the Prince 
To England and the Crowne of Albion, 

But fuch a title asthe Pope confirm’d: 

The Prelate now lets fall his fained chime: s 9 

Lewis is but the agent for the Pope, 

Then muft the Dolphin ceafe,fith he hath ceaft: 

But cealc or no, it greatly matters not, 

Ifyou my Lords and Barons of the Land 

. K 3 ' Will 
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Will leaue the French^and clcauc vnto our Kin**', 

For lhame yee Peercs of England ftiflfernot 
^ our felues,your honours,and your Land to fall; 

But with r#folued thoughts beatcbacke the French 
And free the land frorn yoke of feruitude. 

Salif. Philip not fo, Lord Lewis is our King. 

And we will follow him vnto the death. ° 

Panel. Then in the name- of Innocent thcPope, 

I curfe the Prince and all that take his part. 

And excommunicate the rebel! Peeres, 

As tray tors to the King and to the Pope. 

Lew. Tandu/pb, our fwordsfbal blefleourfeluesageit. 
Prepare thee John, Lords follow me your King. Sxeunt 

John. Accurfed/o/;» the Diuell awes thee fhatnc, 

Refilling Rome, or yeclding to thcPope, all’s one. 
The Diuell take the Pope, the Peeres, and France; 
Sh?me be my ihare for yeelding to the Pried. 

T’and. Comfort thy felfe King /c6»,thc Cardinal! goes 
V pon his curfet® make them leaue their armes. Exit. 

'Safi. Comfort my Lord, and curfc the Cardinal!, 
Betake your felfe to armes, my troupes arepreft 
To anfwerZnsw with a lufly fhocke: 

, The Lnglifh Archers haue their quiuers futl, 

- Their bowes arebent,tbe pikes arc preft to puih: 

Good cheerc my Lord, King Tabards fortune hangs 
V pon the plume of warlike c Phttys helme. 

Then let them know his brother and his fonne 
Arc leaders of the Engli/hmcn at aimes. 

lobn. Philip l know not how to anfwer thecs 
But let vs hence.to anfwer Lewis p ride. 

Excurjsoxs. Enter Meloun with Englifb Lords. 

Add, O i am flame, Nobles, Salisbary^Pemlrsohe^ 

My foulcis charged, hearc me.- forwhatlfay 
■Con cem.es the lucres of England, and their State. 

Liflen 
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J i(lcri,L» r aue Lord »,a fearfull mourning tale 
Tobcdeliuercdby a man o r death. 

Pthold tlaefc fearres the doleof bloudy i Mars 
Are harbingers from natures common foe. 

Chin? this truncke to Tellas prifon-houfe; 

Lrfcs charter (Lordings) lafleth not an hourc: 

And fearfull thoughts forerunners of my end, 

Bids me giuePhificke to afickly foule, 

O pecres ofEnglandjknowyou what you doe? 

There’s but a havre that funders you from harme. 

The hooke is batted, and the trains is made, 

Andfinply you run doting to your deaths. 

But left l dye and leaue my tale vntolde, 

With filence flaughteringfobraue a crew. 

This f attcrre,if Lewis win the day. 

There’s not an Englifliman that lifts Iris hand 
Againft King lobn to plant the heire of France, 

But is already damnd to cruel) death. 

Iheajid it vow’djmy felfe amongft thereft 
Sworeon the Altar ayde to this Ediff . 

Two caufcs Lords, makes me difplay this drift. 

The greateft for the frecdorae of my foule. 

That longs to leaue this manfion free from guilt 
Tlieothcr on a naturall inftinft, 

For thorny Grandfirc was an Englifhman. 

Mifdoubt not Lords the truth of my difeourfe. 

No Irenzie nor no brainficke idle fit, 

But well aduis’d, and wotting what ( fay. 

Pronounce I here before the face of heauen, 

That nothing rs difeouertd but a truth. 

Tis time to flye,fubmityourfeluesto lobn, 

The (miles of France fhadc in the frownes of death. 
Liftvp yourfwords, turne face againft the French, 
Exptll the yoke thats framed for your necks. 

Backe warremen, backe, imbawell not the clime, . 
Yourfeate,your nuriV, yo«r birthdaies brcathntgplace. 

That 




The troublefome Taigne 

That bred you, beares you, brought you vp in armes.- 
Ah: be not fo ingrate to diggey our mothers graue, 
Preferue your lambes and beat away the wolfe. 

My foule hath (aid contritions penitence 
Laves hold on mans redemption for my finne. (heruen 
Farewell my Lords;witnefle my faith when w r e are met in 
And for my kindneflegiuemegraue-roome heere. 

My foule doth fleet, worlds vanitiesfarewell. 

Saif. Now ioy betide thy foule welf-meaning man. 
How now my Lords, what cooling card is this ? 

A greater griefe growes now then earft hath beene. 

What counfell giue you, fhall we flay and dye? 

Or fliall we Rome and kneele vnto the King. 

Pemb. My heart tnifgaue this fad accurfed newes: 

What hauewe done? fie Lords what frenzie moon’d 
Our hearts to yeeld vnto the pride of France? 

If we perleuer we are fure to dye : 

If we defift.frnaU hope ag3ine of life. 

Salisb. Beare hence the body of this wretched man. 
That made vs wretched with his dying tale 
And ftand not wailing on our prelent harmes. 

As women wontrbut feeke our harmes redrefle. 

As for my fdfe,I will in haft be gone : 

And kneele for pardon to our Soueraigne Iobn. .• 

Pmb. I, there’s the way, lets rather kneele to him, 
Than to theFrench that would confound vs all. Exeunt, 

Enter King lohn carried betweene two Lords . 

John Setdowne, fetdownethe loade not worth your 
For done I am with deadly wounding griefe .• (paine, 
Sickly and luccourldfejiopelefle of any good. 

The world hath wearied me, and I haue wearied it: 

It loathes I line, 1 Hue and loath my felfe» 

Who pities me?to whom haue I beenekinde? 

But to a few; a few will pitie me. 

Why die I not? Death fcornesfo vilde aprey. 
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. of King John, 

why Hue I not, life hates fo fad a prize. 

I fue to both to beretaind of either. 

But both are deafe,Icanbe heard of neither. 

Nor death nor life, yet life and nere the neere, 

Ymixt with death.biding I wot not where. 

ykil. How fares my Lord, that hee is carried thus? 
blot all the aukward fortunes yetbefalne, 

Made fuch imprefsion of lament in me. 

Nor euer did my eye attaint my heart 
With any obieft mouing more remorfe. 

Than now, beholdingofa mighty King, 

Borne by his Lords in fuch diftrefled Sate. 

job* What newes with thee, if bad, report it ftraightj 
Jfgood be mute, it doth but flatter me. 

Tbil. Such as it is and heauy though it be. 

To glut the world with tragicke Elegies, 

Once will I breath to aggrauate the reft, 

Anodier rooaneto make the meafurefull. 

The braueft bow-man had not yet fent forth 
Twoarrowes from the quiuer at his fide. 

But that a rumor went throughout our Campe, 

That John was fled, thc Kmg had left the field. 

At laft the rumor fcal’J thefe eares of mine. 

Who rather chofe, as facrifice for Mars, 

That ignominious fcandali by retire. 

I cheei’d the troupes, as did the Prince of Troy 
His weary followers gain ft the Mirmidons, 

Crying aloud, S.George, theday is ours. 

But feare hathcaptiuated courage quite, 

And like the Latnbc before the greedy Wolfe, 

So heartleflefled our w'ar-men from the field. 

Shorttale to make, my lelfe amongft the reft, 

Was faineto'fiie before the eager foe. 

By this time nighthad fliadowed all t he earth, 

With fable curtaincs ofthc blackeft hue, 

And ienc’d vs from the fury oftiie French, 

1. As 
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As ft from the iealous lunoes eye, 

When in the morning our troupes did gather head. 
Palling the waflies with our carriages. 

The impartiall tide deadly and inexorable. 

Came raging in with billowes threatning death, 

.And Pwallowed vp the moft ©fall our men. 

My felfe vpona Galloway right free, well pa’cd, 
Outftripd the flouds that followed waue by wane, 

J (o efcap’dto tell this tragicke tale. 

Griefe vpon griefe, yet none fo great a griefe. 

To end this Iife,and thereby rid my griefe. 

Was euer any fo infortunate. 

The right Idea of a curled man, 

As I,poore I, a triumph for defpight, 

My feuergrovvcs.what ague (hakes me fo? 

How farre to Swindead, tell me.doe you know!? ■ 

Prefent vnto the Abbot word ofmy repaire. 

My ficknefle rages, to tyrannizevpon me, 

1 cannot liue vnlelfe this feuer leaue me. 

Phil. Good cheere my Lord, the Abbey isathand, 
Behold my Lord, the Churchmen come to meet you, 
Enter the Abbot andeertab e Monks. 

Abb. All health &happines to our Soueraigne Lord the 
John Nor helpe nor happinefie hath lohn at all, (King. 
Say Abbot, am I welcome to thy houfe ? 

Abb. Such, welcome as our Abbey can afford. 

Your Maietty (hall be allured of. 

Philip. The King thou feed is weake and very faint, 
What victuals haft thou to r.efrefh his Grace? 

Abb. Goodftoremy Lord, of that you need not feare. 
For Lined i(hire,and thefc our Abbey grounds 
Were neuer fatter nor in better plight. 

lohn. Phlhp thou neuer needft to doubt of cates, 

Nor King nor Lord is feated halfe fo well. 

As are the Abbeis throughout all the LancJ, 

If any plot of ground do pafle another. 



of Kfigfobn. 

The Friers fatten on it ftrait: 

But let vs into taftc of their repaft, 

It goes againft my heart to feed with them"' 

Or be beholding. to fuch Abbey groomes. Exeunt. 

Manet the Monke. 

Monke. Is this the King that neuer lou’d a Frier? 

Is this the man that doth contemne the Pope? 

Ij this the man that robd the holy Church, 

And yet will flie vnto a Friory ? 

Is this the King thataymes at Abbeis Lands? 

Is this the man whom all the world abhorres. 

And yet will flie vnto a Friory? 

Accurft be Smnjlead Abbey, Abbot.Friers, 
Monkes,Nunnes,and Clarkes, and all that dwell therein, 
Ifu’icked lohn efeape aliue away. 

Now if that thou wilt looke to merit hc2uen. 

And be canoniz’d fora holy Saint: 

To pleafe the world with a deferuing worke. 

Be thou the m an to fet thy cenntrey free. 

And murder him that feekes to murder thee. > 

Enter the Abbot. 

Abbot. Why are not yon within to cheere the King? 

He now begins to mend, and will to meate. 
iMonke What if I fay to ftrangle him in his fieepc? 
Abbot. What, at thy Mumpjintusl away. 

And fee ke (ome meanes for ro paftime the King. 

Monke. lie fet a dudgeon dagger at his heart. 

And with a mallet knocke him on the head. 

Abbot . Alas what meanes this Monke to murder me? 

Dare lay my life hee’l kill me for my place, 

CMonke. lie poyfon him and it (hall ne’rcbe knowne. 

And then (hall 1 be chiefett of my houfe. 

Abb. If I were dead indeed he is the next, 

But Ileaway,forwhy the Monke is mad, 

Andin hismadnelTehewill murder me. 

L a Monke o 
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c The troublefome c Raigne 

Monks, My L. I cry your Lordfhip mercy,I faw y 0ll n 
v Abbot , Alas good Thomas do not murther me and t j° r ' 
fiialt haue my place with thoufandthankes. * 

Mon. I murder you ! God fhieid from fuch a thought 

<Mh. If thou wilt needesjet let me fay my prayers * 

Mon. I will not hurt your Lordfliip good my Lord* 

but ifyou pleafe,! will impart a thing that flull be benef/ 
ciallto vs all. 

Mb. Wilt thou not hurt me holy Monke ? fay on, 

Mon. You know my Lord,the King is in our houfe 

Ah. True. 

Mon. You know likewife the King abhorres a Frier 

Ah. True. 

Mon. And he that loues not a Frier is our enemy. 

Ab. Thou fa ill: true. 

t Mon. Then t he King is our enemy. 

Ab . True. 

Mon. Why then fliould we not kill our enemy, and rhe 
King being our enemy, w hy then fliould we not kill the K. 

_ 'Mb.. O blefled Monke 1 fee God moues thy mindeto 
free this land from tyrants flaucry . 

But who dare venter for to doe rhe deed ? 

Mon. W ho dare ? why I my Lord dare doe the deed, 

He free my Countrey and the Church from foes. 

And merit heauen by killing of a King. 

Ab. Thomas kneele downe.and if thou art rc-folu’d, , 

3 will abfolue thee here from all thy' finnes, 

For why the deed is meritorious. ’ 

Forward,and feare not msn.foreuery month. 

Our Friers (hall ling a Mafle for Thomas foule.; 

Mi on God and $. Francis prolper my attempt. 

For now my Lord I goe about my worke. . Exeunt 
Enter Lewis and his Armie. 

Lewis, Thus victory in bloody Lawrdldad, 

Follows the fortune ofyoung Loaowik ? , 

The Engliflimeu as daunted at our fight, 

. Fall' 
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Fall as the fowle before the Eagles eyes, 

One'ly tftr ° erodes of contrary change 
noc nip tnv heart, and vex me with vnreft. 

Lord Melons death,the one part of my foule, 

A-brauer man did netier liue in Fraunce. 

The other griefe, I, that’s a gall indeed, ^ 

To thinke that 'Toner Caflle fliould hold out 
G?.inft all affaulcs and reft impregnable. 

Yee warrelike race of Francus IJetfors fonne. 

Triumph in conqueft of that tyrant lohn , 

The better halfe of England is our ownc 
And towards the conqueft of the other part 
We haue the face of all the Englifli Lords, 

What then remaiues but ouerrunne the land ? 

Be refolute my warrelike followers. 

And if good fortune feme as flic begins. 

The pooreft pefant of the realme of France 
Shall be a matter ore an Englifli Lord, 

Enter a Mejferger. 

Levis, Fellow, what newes ? 

Mef. Pleafeth your Grace, the Earle of Salisbury, ,Pcm. 
brook*, Effex, Clare, and Antndcll , with all the Barons that 
did fWit for thee, are on a fudden fled with all their pow- 
ers to ioyne with /o/j«,todriue theebacke againe. 

Enter another LMeJfengcr. \ 

Mejf. Lewis my Lord.whyftandftthouinamaze? 
Gather thy troupes, hope not of helpe from Fraunce, 
Forallthy forces being fiftie fails, 

Containing twenty thoufand fouldiers, 

With victuall and munition for the warre, 

Putting them from Calhce in vnlucky time, 

D_ -roflethe feas,and on the Goodwin fands. 

The., munition, and the fliips are loft. 

Eater another meffenger. 

Lewis , More newes ? fay on. 

MM lohn (my Lord) with all his fluttered troupes, ' 

L-s t lying 
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The troublefome Tgiigne 

Flying the fury of your conquering fword, 

As 7 ’haraob earft within the bloody lea. 

So he and his enuironed with the tide. 

On Lincolne wa flies all were ouerwhelmed. 

The Barons fled, our forces eaft away. 

Lew. Was euer heard fitch vuexpe&ed newes ? 

Metf. Yet Lodowike reuiue thy dying heart, 

King John and all his forces are confum’d. 

The Idle thou needs the aide of Englifh carles, 

The Idle thou ncedft to grieue thy Nauies wracke. 

And follow times aduantage with fit ccefle. 

Lems, Brauc Fnenchmen arm’d with magnanimitie, 
March after 2>rar,who will lead you on 
To chafe the Barons power that wants a head, 

For John is drown’d, and 1 am Englands King. 

Though our munition and our men be loft, 

‘Fhilip of France will fend vs frefli fuppiies. Exeunt. 

Enter two Triers latino a doth. 

Fr. Dilpatch,difpatch,the King defires to eate, 

Would a might eat his laft for the loue he beares to church 
men. 

Fr. T am of thy tuinde too , and fo it fhould be and we 
might be out owne cat uers. 

I maruell why they dine here in the Orchard. 

Fr. I know not . nor 1 care not. The King comes. 

lob. Come on Lord Abbot,fhall we fit together ? 

Ab. Pleafeth your Grace fit downe. 

job. Take your places firs,no pompein penury, all beg- 
gers and friendes may come , whereNeceffitiekeepes the 
hou(e,curtefie is barr'd the table. 'fit downe Philip. 

Baft. My Lord , I am loth to allude fo much to the pro- 
tierb.honors change maners: aKitigisa King, though For- 
tune do her wot ft, & we as dutiful! in defpite of her frown, 1 
as if your Highnes were now in the higheft tipe of dignity. 

/ oh. Co, me, no more adoe, and you tell me much of dig- 
nity, you’l marre my appetite in a furfet of forrow. 

What 



of Kjng John, 

What cheere Lord Abbot,mc thinks ye frown like an fioft 
that know s his gueft hath no money ro pay t he rcckning ? 

iAb. No nay Liege , if I frowne at all, it is, for I feare 
this cheere too homely to entertaine fo mighty a gueft as 
your Maieftie. 

ft I thin ke rather, my Lord Abbot, you remember 
my laft being here , when I went in progreffe for powches, 
and the rancor of his heart breakes out in his countenance, 
to (faew he hath not forgot me. 

Ab. Not fo my Lord, you, and the meaneft follower of 
his Maiefty,are heartily welcome to me. 

CMon. Waflellmy Liege,, andasapooreMonke may 
fay, welcome to Swinftead. 

/ohn, Begin Monke, aud report hereafter thou waft ta- 
ller to a King. (owne heart. 

Mon. As much health to your HigbnetTe as to mine 
lob. I pledge thee kind Monke. (England. 

Mon. The merrieft draught , that euer was drunke in 
Am I not too boid with your Highnifle ? 

Job. Not a whit,all friends a.nd fellowes for a time. 

Men. If the inwards of a toad be a compound of any 
ptoofe : why fo it workes.. 

1 I oh. Stay Phihp, where's the Monke ? 

Baft. He is dead my Lord. 

lob. Then drinke not Philip for a world of wealth. 

What cheere my Liege ? your colour gins to change,. 
lob. So doth my life : O Philip, l am poifon’d. 

The Monke, the Diuell,rhe poyfongins to rage. 

It will depofe my feifea King from raigne. 

Baft. This Abbot hath an itttereft in this act. 

At all aduentures take thou that from me. 

There lie the Abbot, Abbey Lubber, Diuell. 

March with the Monke vnto the gates of Hell. 

How fares my Lord ? 

lob . Philip , fome drinke, oh for the frozen Alpesi 
To tumble on and coole, this inward heate, 

Thatragcth as the forhace ftuen-fold hote.. 

To. 
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The trouble fome Tfugnc 

To burne the holy tree in Babylon, 

Power after power forfake their proper power. 

Only the heart lmpugneswithfaintrefift 
Thefierceinuadeof him that conquers Kings, 

Helpe God.O paine: dye John O plague 
InfliCled on thee for thy grieuous finnes. 

Philips chayre s and by and by a grauc,’ 

My legges dtfdaine the carriage of a King. 

Bail. A good my Liege with Patience conquer griefe. 
And beare this paine with Kingly fortitude. 

Iobn. Mcthinkes I fee a Catalogue of finne, 

Wrote by a fiend in marble characters, 

The lcafi enough to lofe my part in hcauen. 

Me thinkes the Diucll whifpers in mine cares. 

And tells me, ’cisin vaine to hope for grace, 

I muff be damn’d for Arthurs fodaine death, 

I fee I fee a thoufand thouCpnd men 
Come to accufc me for my wrong on earth* 

And there is none fo mercifull a God, 

That will forgiue the number of my finnes. 

How h^uelliu’d, but by anothers Ioffe? 

What haue I lou’d but wrack ofothers weak? 

When haue I vow’d,and not infring’d mine oath? 
Where haue Idonea deed deferuing well? 

How, what, when, where, haue I bellow'd a day 
That tended not to fome notorious ill? 

My life repleatc with rage and eyrannie, 

Cranes little pitty for fo ftrange a death. 

Or, who wili fay,that Iobn deceafd too foone? 

Who will net fay, he rather liu’d too long. 
Diflionourdid attaint roe inrny life. 

And fliameattendeth/oW vnto his death. 

Why did I leapt the fury oftheFrench, 

And dide not by the temper oftheir fwords? 

Shamelcfle my life, and fhamcfully it ends, 

Scorn’d by my foes,difdamed of my friends. 

% fiaffarcl 



"j of King Iobn. 

. p or aiue the world and all your earthly foes, 
Si 011 Chrift.who is your lateft friend. 

Mv tongue doth falter: Philip, I tell thee naan, 
, j.u n did yeeld vnto the Prieft of Rome, 
i 5 ! DC l, nor his haue profpred on the earth : 

! Sire his bleffings, and hiscurfe is blifle. 
hatintherpiritlcryvntomyGod, 

; i !did the Kingly Prophet Dautdcry, . 

fwhofe hands as mine with murther were attaint; 

! In not hee fliall build the Lord a houfe, 

Orroote thefe locufts from the face of earth: 

■ m if my dying heart deceine me nor, 

! L, 0 ut thefe loy nes (hall fpring a Kingly branch, 

: vhofe armes (hall reach vnto the gates of Rome, 

^nd with his feet treade dowtoe the Strumpets pride, 

That fits vpon the chay re of Babylon. 

Philip, my heart firings breake, the poyfons flame 
Hathouercome in me weake natures power, 

And in the faith of Iefu Iohn doth dye, 

Haft. Seehowheftriues for life,vnhappy Lord, 

' Whofo bowels are diuided in them felues. _ 

This is the fruit of Popery e, when trhe Kings 
Ate flaine and fhouldred out by Monkes and Friers. 



Enter a Mcftfenger. 

Ms ft Pleafe it your Grace the Barons of the Land, 

Which all this while bare armes againfl the King, 

Conducted by the Legate of the Pope, 

Together with the Prince his Highneffe fonne, 

Doe craue to be admitted to the prefence ofthe King. 

Baft, Yourfonne, my Lord, young Henry craues to fee 
Your Maieflie.and brings with him befide 
The Barons that reunited from your Grace. 

0 piercing fight, he fumbleth in the mouth. 

His fpeech doth faile: lift vp your felfemy Lord, 

And fee the Prince to comfort you in death. 

M Enter 
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The troubkfome %aig ne 

Enter Pandulph; young Henry, the Barons wit 
daggers m their hands. " 

Prince. O let me fee my father ere he dye: 

O vnde,were you here, and fuffred him 
To be thus poy foned by a damned Monke? 

Ah he is dead,Father,fweet Fatherfpeake. 

Ta fl- His fpeech doth faile, he hafteth to his end 

pandulph. Lords giue me leaue to iov the dvinJ v 
W ith fight of rhefe his Noles kneeling heere ° 

With daggers in their hands who offer vp 
Their liues for rarifomeef their foule offence. 

Then good my Lord if you forgiue them all 
Lift vp your hand in token you forgiue. 

Sahsh. Wee humbly thanke your royallMaicftl*. 

And vow to fight fo; England and her King: ' 

And in the fight of lohn ourSoueraigne Lord 
In fpight of Lewis and the power of" Prance ’ 

Who hitherward are marching in-all hafte, * 

We crowne young Henry in his fathers ftead 

f"'l' Hdpe hedies; Ah father, tookon me !; 

Legat. K lohn farewell m token ofthy faith 
And figne thou diedft the feruant ©f the Lord ’ 

Lift vp thy hand, that we may witneife heere. * 

Thou diedft the feruant of our Souiour Chrift. 7 
Now ioy betide thy foule,what noyfeis this ? 

Enter a Ifejj'; nger. 

f r He, P ^s-the Dolphin maketh hitherward, 
w of defiance in the winde. 

And all ®ur armie ftandeth at agaze, 

Expefting what their leaders well comm lund. 

Baft. Lets arme our felues in young K Henries right, 
Amd beate the power of France to Sea againe. 

Jjgtie 



of Kjng John. 

l«r*te, Philip not fo, but I will to the Prince, 
i id bring him face to free to parley with you. 

* Haft. Lord Salisbury , your felfe fhall march witlrme. 

So (hall we bring thefe troubles to an end . 

Xiitf, Sweet V ncle.if thou loue thy Soueraigne, 
t , £t n ot a ftone of Swinftead Abbey ftand. 

But pull the houfe about the Friers eares 

For they haue kill’d nay Father and my King. Exeunt. 

A parley founded t Lewis, Pandulph Salisbury, &c. 

Pand. Lewis of France, yong Henry Englands King 
‘ Requires to know the reafon of the claime 
: That thou canft make to any thing of his. 
jtincr John that did offend,is dead and gone. 

See where his breathkfle trunke in prefence lies. 

And he as heire apparent to the crowne 
Is now fnccceded in his fathers roome. 

Henry, Lewis ,what law of armes doth lead thee thus, 

To keepe pofleftion of my lawfull l ight ? 

Anfwere $ in fine if thou wilt take a peace. 

And make furrender of my right againe, 

Or trie thy title with the dint of fword : 

I tell thee Dolphin , Henry feares thee not. 

For now the Barons cleaue vntotheirKing, 

,, And what thou haft in England they did get. 

I Lewis, Henry of England,now that lohn is dead. 

That was the chiefeft enemy to France, 

Imay the rather be induc’d to peace. 

ButM;fcry,andyou Barons of the Realme, 

This ftrange reuolc agrees not with the oath 
That you on 'Bury Altar lately fwore. 

Saif Nor did the oath your Highnefle there did take 
•Agree with honour of the Prince of France- 
Baft. My Lord, what anfwere make you to the King. 
( Dolph. Faith Philip this I fay : It bootes not him, 

M i Nor 
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The troublefome \Rmgne 

Nor any Prince.nor power of Chriftcndome 
T o feeke to win this Hand Albion, 

V nldfe he haue a party in the Realme 
By treafon for to helpe him in his warres. 

The Peeres which were the party on tr-y fide 
Are fled from me : tlien bootes not me to fight 
But on conciitions,as mine honour wills, * 

I am contented to depart the Realme. 

Hen. On what conditions will your Highnes yeeld > 
Lew. T hatihall wethinke vpon by more adu ; ce 
B*8. Then Kingsand Princes, let thefe broiles hue end 
And at more leifure talke vpon the league. 

Meane while to Worfter let vs bsare the Kin*, 

And there interre his body, as befeem es . 

But firft,in fight of Lewis heire of France, 

Lords take the Crowne,and let it on his head, 

That by fuccefsion is our lawfull King. 

They crowne young Henry. 

Thus Englands peace begins in Henries Raigne, 

And bloody warres aredof’d with happy league. 

Let England liue but true within it felfe, 

And all the world can neuer wrong her ftate. 

Lewis, thou (halt be brauely fhipt to France, 

For neuer Frenchman got of Englilh ground 
Tne twentith part that thou haft conquered. 

Dolphrn thy handjto fVorJler we will march : 

Lords all,lay hands to beare your Soueraigne 
W ltn obloquies of honour to his graue : 

If Englands Peeres and people ioynein one, 

Nor Pope, nor France, nor Spaine can doe them wrong. 
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